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BABTLETT AND HINTON> PRINT£B8^ OXFORD. 



TO THE 



EVEREND FRANCIS AUGUSTUS COX, M. A. 



AUTHOR OF 



THE LIFE OF MELANCTHON, 



THE8B POEMS ARE INSCRIBED^ 



'^ A M£M£NTO OF FRIENDSHIP.'' 



PREFACE. 



If we may judge from the works of some, who have 
written well upon common subjects, but very poorly 
when they have turned their eflForts to Religion, we 
might imagine they considered devotion must exist 
exactly in the inverse proportion of taste and fancy. 
Bat Dbvotion never rejects the chastening hand of 
Taste, nor does the Sacred Muse consider^ it un- 
worthy of her to assume the many coloured wings of 
Fancy. 

There is one fountain of sacred poetry but too sel- 
dom drawn from, I mean that which most truly looks 

'* Through Nature up to Nature's God." 

The fields, and woods, and waters, the hill or the dale, 
the sunny landscape, and all the majesty and loveliness 
of creation; these receive additional loveliness and ma- 
jesty, when viewed in connexion with their Creator, 
that all-pervading Being, of whose presence we ought 
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to be reminded whenever the soft air fans us and af- 
fords us breath and refreshment, whenever we taste 
the fruits with which he has stored this terrestrial 
Garden, and view the Beauty which in such variety 
overspreads it. Here we should find a perpetual sti- 
mulus to devotion, an unfailing source of heavenly and 
enchanting imagination ; this would be a path, ever 
verdant and blooming, through which we should be 
led to the Great, the Bountiful, the Benevolent Creator 
of the whole. 

In modern sacred poetry this class of thought is in- 
deed too much neglected. There are not wanting 
those who have been exquisitely alive to the Beauties 
of Nature, and who have described them in all the 
charm of poetic expression ; but their song has ended 
in the eclogue or the pastoral, merely terrestrial and 
moral. 

On the other hand, in ancient days, we may perceive 
how well David, among others, improved every hint 
of Nature, to lead his Spirit up to its Eternal Parent. 
If he saw the sky covered with stars, he sang to their 
Maker and their Director : if his former pastoral em- 
ployment occun'ed to him ; if he recollected how he 
was once accustomed to watch his flock, by day and 
by night, from the beast and bird of prey, from the heat 
and the cold, the storm and the tempest, how he used 
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to lead them into the fresh green meadow, and to the 
cool and placid river — he proclaims his dependence 
upon the pastoral care of his God, and acknowledges, 
with gratitude, that the protection of that God has not 
been less diligent- and watchful over him. 

The common affections of life form another source 
of genuine sacred poetry ; for affections of all kinds 
are poetry in the abstract. Religion purifies and 
chastens the passions, but it does not deaden them. 
It teaches ns to love all to whom the heart cleaves, 
wijth a more refined delicacy, a warmer, a purer, and 
a more intense feeling. 

With regard to many of the following pieces I know 
it may be objected, that they are not strictly sacred, 
but belong to the objects and affections of every day. 
To this I would reply, that if we live aright, these ob- 
jects and aflFections will ever lead us to higher thoughts 
and more sublime desires, and we shall view and feel 
every thing with a reference to Him, from whom they 
all at first proceeded, and in whom they must ulti- 
mately all be absorbed. 

And even if Religion be no way nominally and ver- 
bally introduced, the tendency is yet sacred, if the be- 
nevolent principles of our nature be encouraged, and 
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all those generous chords of the bosom touched^ 
which vibrate most sweetly when moved by the fingers 
of piety. 

When the First Set of these '^ Sacred Lyrics" was 
sent to the press, it was done, at least in a great mea- 
sure, to please a few friends, and with scarcely a hope 
of success. With regard to the Second Set, I may 
add, that the very favourable reception of the first has 
been partly my inducement ; and I shall feel satisfied 
if they afford to any in reading them, what they did to 
me in writing them, a momentary repose from the anxi- 
ety and vexation of spirit occasioned by the perpetual 
harassing of business, and the weariness of professional 
or commercial exertion and rivaliy. 

James Edmeston. 

Hackney, IstJan. 1823. 
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INVOCATION. ■ 

SwttBT are harp-notes struck to Th£E^ 
Pristikb Fount of MmsTRluisT ! 
Lovely^ when the mdmiiig' beams y 

Lovdy^ when the noon is bright j 
Lovelyy when the even gleaa)^ $ ' 

Lovely^ |t the mid of ^ight $ 
Whencesoerer they aspire ; 

Be it from the pile of gold^ 
Or the vast cathedral's quire^ 

Or the lone hut, drear and cold ; 
Or desert^ where no fane is nigh^ 
Save THY cloud-wrought canopy. 

B 
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M usic drew from Thbe her birtb^ 

Thinb the sweet harmonic chain ; 
And best she sings, when back from earth 

She boupcU in. pvai#e to Thbb itffun ! 
What are all the songs beloWj 

Of the world's bewitching romid ; 
Shadows^ of a passti^ show^ 

Echos^ of a passing sound : 
But the notes that speak the pndse 

Of THY power and love, shall last 
To the age of endless (kya^ 

When these passing forms have past. * 



i.- /. 



Yes, and while we journey here. 
They roMfind uttof ourvM; : v , . 

And cat(!ih a; sound from yonder sphere, 
Dropp'd from the harpstrii^ of the Blbst. 

SouRCB of every fur ddigfat, % .-. - 
That bestrews bur earthly way, . 

Tune our hearts and M;ig8 aright^ . : 

Till we reach that world of l^ht. 

And till the notes sound fiill and bright^ 
In bowers of heavenly day ! 
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II. 

SEBENE DEATH, 

Oh ! might I choose how I should die. 

And pass above ; 
It were with those compunons by. 

Whom most I love : ■ 
And if a tear fell on my face 

From some fond eye^ 
I would it fell inspired by grace^«— 

By faith each sigh : 
So that the pang weak creatures feel 

When friends dqnurt, 
A moment o^er the face might steals 

Not reach the heart. 
Near me a:8Dft low voice should raise 

Some holy air ;. 
Some farewdU'Vespersong of praise^ 

Ok:tcneo£pr&yer. . 

It were a pleasant thing to tibink^ 

In yon bright 48^t, 
The sounds I heard oh Earth's last brinl^ 

Were bythn notes sweeU 
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The links of nature gently fallings 
The soul all calm; 

Here nothing could be found appalling- 
Death like a balm ! 

In Peath like this to pass away^ 
How sweet a thing I 

And even in its grasp to say^ 
^ Death has no sting !' 



III. 
EVENING HYMN. 



At night their tbort evonoff liyiiiii» *< Jefl# MabaMrpo,"- 
** Jesas foigive u," stole through the camp. 

Salts*! Travbls in Abyssinia. 



Saviour^ breathe an evening blessingj 

Ere repose our spirits seal ; 
Sin and want we come confessii^^ 

Thou canst save, and thou canst heal; 
Though destruction walk around us. 

Though the arrow past us fly. 
Angel-guards from thee surround us ; 

We are safe, if thou art nigh. 



Though the night be dark and dreary^ 

Darkness cannot hide from thee; 
Thou art Hb, who^ never weary^ 

Watchest m^ere thy people be : 
Should swift death this night overtake ns. 

And our conch become oar tomb ; 
May the mom in heaven awake ns. 

Clad in light and deathless bloom. 



THE RURAL CHAFEL^ 

Oft, whra Fve seen a rising ground 
With bowery leafage shadow'd round $ 
Where groups of forest roses twine. 
With foxglove, and with sweet woodbine ; 
Where over head the arch boughs meet, 
And violets bloom beneath the feet : 
Oh, I have thought • • • • Surpassing fair I 
Had but that spot a house of prayer, 
A dome amidst the enchanted dell, 

AQ-haUowed to Smanusl. 

b3 
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Ob^ when amidst the grove of green. 
The chapel's snow-whif e spire is seen j 
The column and the step of stone. 
The walls to meditation known ; 
How holy, how dear, doe^ the spot apipear. 
The fairest of hearen and earth are here; 
The sweetest below, and the sweetest above. 
Nature's fur form, and a Saviour's tove ! 

In a covert like this, what prayers might rise, 
\Vhat notes of praise might reach the skies ; 
Notes, as soft as a summer even. 
Notes, with less of Earth than Heaven ; 
Hymnings that might seem to be. 
Sweet celestial minstrelsy. 

True, not the stonn*flood Sorrow pours 

Can quench a Christian's jdy ; 
Within the prison walls it soars 

To heaven without alloy : 
Though all the fbrious spite of men 
Would crush it, it shines brightly then! 
Yet in a spot so still, so fiur. 
That Peace :might chodse her haven tha^ 
How sweet the house of praiafe and prayer. 



Sonow iinU cause tlie heart td piayi^ 
But 4>h ! bcmr lovelier ia the aound^ 

• Wfa^ aolea of happinefs reboundy 
Where til is fa^tiful aiound^ 

Amidst the summer ray ! 



V. 



THE SABBATH EVENING. 



I was in the Spirit on tbe Lord*8 dajd— Rev. i. 10. 



U there aitime when triomehts flow 
More lovelily than Jill beside $ 

It is^'of all the timeiB b^low^ 
A sabbath )eve in summer tide. 

Oh Aen the setting Jiun smiles fair^ 
And an bdowj and all above^ 

The different forms of nature wear 
One unirersal nrb of Love. 
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And then the peace that Jesus beams. 
The life of Grace^ the death of Sin, 

With nature's placid woods and streamsj 
Is peac^ without and peace within. 



Delightful scene ! — a world at rest^— 
A God all love— -QO grief nor fear— 

A heavenly hope — a peaceful breast— 
A smile unsullied by a tear I 

K heaven be ever felt below, 

A scene celestial as this 
May cause a heart on earth to know 

Some foretaste of unmingled bliss. 

Delightful hour ! how soon will Night, 
Spread her dark mantle o'er thy reign. 

And morrow's qmck returning light. 
Must cfdl us to the world again. 

Yet wiQ. there dawn at last, a day— 
A sun that never sets shall rise; 

Night will not veil his ceaseless ray ! 
The heavenly sabbath never dies ! 
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THE PROSPECT. 



Then vM tbe Shepherds one to another—* Let us here show the 

Pilgrimt the gates of the celestial city, if they have skill to 

look through our perspectiTO glass.' They thought 

they saw somethiog like the ^te, and also some of the glory of 

the place, 

PlL6RIM*S PrOORSSS* 



Chrystal City ! from thy height. 
When no vapours intervene. 

Thy gates of pearl and walls of lights 
TTirongh many a sunny hour ai'e seen j 
And though the road be rough between. 

They glad the pilgrim's sight* 



Oh the day has been so clear, 
And the eye of faith so strong ; 

That I have deem'd they must be near. 
And e'en the everlasting song 

Has almost reached the ear. 

b5 
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Then let me pass I — ^Those golden towers^ 
Which faith can sometimes see^ 

Are homes of rest from weary hours^ 
Prepared by God for me. 



VII. 



EBENEZEIt 



1 Sam. vii. 12. 



Ebenszer hitherto, 

Now through sun and now through shower. 
With the help of God in view. 

Have I reach'd the present hour. 

Many a heavy day has pass'd. 
Many a summer sun shone bright. 

Yet the sky most overcast 
Ever has been pierc'd by light. 
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I 

And the light that shone so clear^ 
As it were an endless ray^ 

Oft in clouds of doubt and fear. 
Has mthcfarawn its beams away. 

Light to cheer, and clouds to warn, 
I shall tread my journey by. 

Till the rising of that mom. 
When no cloud shall stain the sky. 

As I travel let me own 

To what arm my praise is due, 
And mark some monitory stone, 

^ Ebbnezba HrrBB&TO.' 
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VIII. 

* 

THE DEATH-BED. 

Swift be thy flight to yonder skies^ 
And bright the crown that waits thee there ? 

Aloft on seraph pinions rise^ 
Beyond the fields of earthly air I ^\^ 

■ 
« 

But there's a pang that stings the breast, 

When torn away from those we love. 
Before we see those realms of rest. 

Or hear the harps that ring above. 

Yet burst away !— the pang is short ; 

One struggle, and the soul is free ! 
A single blow^-^the battle's fought. 

Then welcome bright eternity ! 



IS 




IX. 

* 

THE ETERNAL PRESENCE. 

God is here — ^how sweet the sound ! 

All I feel and all I see^ 
Nature teems, above, around^ 
. With universal Deity ! 



Is there danger ? Void of fear. 
Though the death-* wiiiged arrow flyj» 

I can answer^-<}oD is herb. 
And I move beneath his eye ! 

When I pray. He hears my prayer ; 

When I weep. He sees my grief: 
Do I wander, He is there, 

Ready to afford relief. 

Distance cannot part my soul ; 

Not the morning in its flight. 
Not the widest seas Uiat roll. 

Not the QKmnt of greatest height 
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No^ nor any world that shines 
In infinitude of space. 

Lies without the boundless lines 
Of the empire of his grace ! 

Then I would not spend a care. 
Where my future lot may lie ; 

I am safe, for He is there, 
Be it within Infinity ! 



X. 



The pillar of dowl by day, and of fire by night 

> ■ ■ ■ .. 

How often has the gloom which spread 
Above the Christian Pilgrim's head. 
And darkened all his earthly way. 
Like Israel's beacon cloud by day; 
Changed as the hour of death drew nigh, 
To flame that streamed. along the sky. 
And lit his footsteps through the night. 
With holy fire and toayenly li^t ! : 
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AFFLICTION. 

Oh ! whence is the freshness that gives the flewer 

Its scent and its summer hae? 
It came in the dark and the midnight hour^ 

In drops of heavenly dew y 
So, often in sorrow the soul receives 

An influence bom abbve^ 
That beauty, and sweetness, and freshness gives 

To patience, and faith, and love. 

But the sun is high, and the deW is diy. 

And the flower has lost its bloom ; 
Its bell droops low, and the passer-^by 

Perceives no sweet perfume; 
So, like agam to the drooping flower, 

In the sunshine of fortune's ray. 
The graces that bloomed in a darksome hour 

Have faded and passed away. 
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XIV. 

HOLY CONTENTMENT. 

Why should I^ in vain repining^ 
Mourn the clouds that cross my way; 

Since my Saviour's presence shining^ 
Turns my darkness into day. 

Earthly honour^ earthly treasury 
All the warmest passions win ; 

And the silken wings of pleasure 
Only waft us on to sin* 

But within the vale of sorrow^ 
All with tempests overblown ; ; . 

Purer light and joy we borrow 
From the face of Qod alone. 

Welcome then each darker token i 

Mqrcy sent it from above : 
So the heart subdued, not broken, 

Bends in fear and mdts nfitb love^ 
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XV. 



THE BANK Of THE RIVER OF DEATH. 



Now I farther mw, that betwixt them and the |;9te there wa»a 

riTer, but there was no bridge to go over, and the river was 

Tcl^ deep. 

Pilgrim's Progress. 



Parting soul! The flood awaits the^. 

And the billows round thee roar | 
Yet look on — the chrystal city 

Stands on yon celestial shore ! 
There are crowns and thrones of glory; 

There the living waters glide ; 
There the just, in shining raiment. 

Wander by Emanuel's side. 

Linger not— the* stream is narrow, 
Though its cold dark waters rise ; 

Kb who passed the flood before thee. 
Guides the path to yonder skies : 
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Hark ! The sound of angels' hymnings 

Rolls harmonious o'er thme ear ; 
See ! The walls and golden portals 
Through the mist of death appear. 

Soul adieu ! — ^This gloomy sojourn 

Holds thy captive feet no more ; 
Flesh is dropt^ and sin forsaken ; ' 

Sorrow done, and weeping o'er. 
Through the tears thy friends are shedding^ 

Smiles of hope serenely shine ; 
Not a friend reiiudns behind thee. 

But would change his lot for thine. 
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XVI. 

GRATITUDE. 

What can I, my SaTionr, do^ 

To repay the debt I owe ? 
Earthly yeara are all too few. 

Earthly treasures all too low! 

Shall I cease with men to dwdl, 

Eveiy mostal love resign s 
Hide me in some hermit's cell. 

And feast in solitude on tbimb? 

Shall the sun of noontide day. 
And the lamp of middle night. 

Witness how I pnuse and pray. 
Ceaseless as the momrat's flight ? 

Shall I labour for thy poor, 

F6r the souls whom thou hast bought ; 
Pain and poverty endure. 

To afford thy children aught ? 
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What can I, my Saviour^ do^ 

To repay the debt I owe ? 
Earthly years are all too few. 

Earthly treasures all too low ! 

Shall I fly to spread thy Dame 
In the lands^ of heathen night? 

Shall I court the martyr's flame. 
And seal thy faith with soffisiing bright ? 

Shall each talent thou hast given ' i 

Wholly consecrated be^ 
And rise, like incens^ up to heaven, 

Offered^^tefolly to thee? 

Vain to pay the debt I owe. 

All the service I can do! 
Earthly good is far too loy;, 

Earthly years^are far too fewl 
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XVIL 



THE WANDERERS. 



Tbey wandered about ia sbeep skins and goat skins, being 
destitute, afflicted, tormeiited ; of wbom tb» werkf was 
not worthy;, they . wandered in deserts, and ia moun* 
tains, and in dens, and caves of the earth. 

• • • 

2 HxB. zxxvii.'3. 



Yb palaces of gold^ adieu! 

The rosy couch^ the perfumed air ; 
I would not spend one hour in you^ 

If Jesus own no subject there. 

Give me the cave and forest side. 
The mountfdn top, and desert drear. 

With demzens of Heaven to hide, 
Whom smners spurn and scorn at here. 

The cdd bleak wind, if Jesus smSe, 
The couch of turf, and hetl^ meal, . 

The brook's cool draught, the leafy pile, 
Have brighter joys than strangers feel. 
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The hymn that o'er the desert floats 
From heart of flame and saintly voice^ 

Is sweeter than the gayest notes. 
When Pleasure's mirthftil aoos rejoice. 

Oh ! thus my soul would wander far. 
From all the troubled haunts of men. 

Where solitude and silence are, 
Nor tread thoae evil walks again. 



XVIII. 



SACRED REST. 



< 



This is the day which, the Lord hath made : we will rejoice aod be 

gUd ill it. 

Psalm cvxiii. 24. 



When tbe worn spuit wants repose. 
And sighs her God to seeks 

How sweet to hail the evening's close, 
That ends the weary week! 



How tweet to hail the early dawn 

That opens on the sights 
When first that sool-reviying mom 

Beams its new rays of light f 

Sweet day! thine hoars too soon will cease ; 

Yet, while they gently roll. 
Breathe, Heavenly Spirit, source of peace, 

A sabbath o'er my sooL 



When will my pilgrimage be done. 
The world's long week be o'er ; 

That sabbath dawn which needs no sun. 
That day which fades no more ? 



XIX. 



la All their aflktioas Im vm aftided* 

Isaiah bull. 9. 



Oh Thou, whose mercy gmdes my way !. 

Though now it seem severe. 
Forbid my unbelief to say. 

There is no mercy here ! 

Oh grant me to desire the pain. 

That comes in kindness down, 
More than the world's supremest gain 

Succeeded by a frown. 



Then though thou bend my spirit low. 

Love only shall I see : 
The very hand that strikes the blow, 

Was wounded once for me. 
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XX, 

THE CONTRAST. 

Enthroned upon a hill of lights 

A heavily itiinstrel sings; 
Sounds^ unimaginably bright. 
Spring from the golden strings : 
Who woold have thought so fair a form. 
Once bent beneath an earthly storm ? 

Yet was he sad and lonely here. 

Of low and humble birth ; 
And mingled, while in- this dark sphere. 
With meanest sons of earth : 
la syini poor, in look forlorn, 
Thejest of mortals and their scorn. 

A crown of heavenly radiance now, 

A harp of golden strings. 
Glitters upon his deathless brow, 
And to his' hymn notes rings : 
The boWer of interwoven light. 
Seems at the sound to grow nK>te \>A%\v\.v 

c2 



28 

Then^ while widi yiaage Uank and sear 

The poor in soul we see. 
Let us not think what he is here, 
But what Ae soon will be ; • 
And look, beyond this earthly night. 
To crowns of gold, and bowers of light. 



XXI. 
TO ♦ » » *. 

REFLECTIONS ON THE DEATH OF AN INFANT. 

In heart divided, and in spirit rent, 
Who can forbid a mother to lament I 

Dbath ! thou dread looser of the dearest tie ! 
Was there no aged, and no sick one nigh? 
No languid wretch, who longed, but longed in Tain, 
For iby cold band to cool his fiery pun? 



And was the only Tictim thou couldst find^ 
An infant^ in its mother's arms reclined? 
Bat 'tis thy way to pass the ripest by. 
And cause the flowers and buds of life to die. 



Full many a flower is scattered by the breeze. 
And many a blossom shaken from the trees ; 
And many a morning beam in tempests flies ; 
And many a dew-drop shines awhile and dies ; 
But, oftener fiur, the dream that fancy weaves. 
Of future joy and happiness, deceives^ 



And THOU, pale mourner o*er an infant bier, 

9 

Br^hten thy cheek and diy the trickUng tear. 
This came, though veiled in darkness, from above, 
A dispensation of Eternal Love j 
Hb, who perceived the dangerous control. 
The heart-twined spell was gaining o'er thy soul, 
Snatch'd from thine arms the treacherous decoy. 
To give thee higher hope and purer joy. 

Oh see how soon the flowers of life decay. 

How soon terrestrial pleasures pass away \ 

c3 
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This star of comfort^ for a moment pven, 
Jast rose on earthy then set, to rise in Heaven ; 
Yet mourn not, as of Hope herett, its doom ; ' 
Nor water ^h thy tears its early tomb ; ' 
Redeemed to God from sin, released from pain. 
Its life were punishment, its death is gain. 

Turn back thme eye along the path of life, 

V^ew thine own grief and weariness, and strife ; 

And say, if that which tempts thee to repine. 

Be not a happier lot by far than thme ? 

If death in infancy had laid thee low. 

Thou hadst escaped from sin, and toil, and woe ; 

The years thy soul the path of sorrow trod. 

Had all been spent in converse with thy God ; 

And thou hadst shone in yonder cloudless sphere, 

A seraph there, and not a pilgrim here: 

Oh ! it is sweet to dic,-^to part from earth. 

And win all heaven for things of little worth! 

Then sure thou wouldst not, though thou couldst, awake 

The little slumberer for its mother's sake. 

It is when those we love in death depart. 
That earth hath slightest hold upon the heart : 
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Hath not bereavement higher ivuhes tai^ht^ 
And purified from earth thine earth-tx>m thoaght ? 
1 know it hath— *Hope then appears more dear, 
Andheaven's bright realms shine brightest throngh a tear. 

Though it be hard to bid thy heart divide, 
And lay the gem of all thy love aside ; 
SUth telk thee, and it tells thee not in vain. 
That thou shalt meet thine infant yet again : 
On seraph wings the new-bom spirit flies. 
To brighter regions and serener skies. 
And, ere thou art aware, the day may be. 
When to those skies thy babe shall welcome thee. 

While yet on earth, thine ever-circling arms 

Held it securest fix>m surrounding harms ; 

Yet even there disease ooukl aim her dart, 

Chill the warm cheek, and stop the fluttering heart; 

And many a fruitless tear-drop thou hast paid. 

To view the sickness that thou couldst not ud ; 

No ill can reach it now — ^it rests above. 

Safe in the bosom of celestial love ; 

Its short, but yet tempestuous way, is o'er. 

And tears shall trickle down it cheeks no more. 
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Then far be grief— Faith looks beyond the tomb. 
And heaven's bright portals sparkle through the glo< 
If bitter thoughts and tears in Heaven eould be, 
It is thine infiuit that should weep for thee. 



XXII. 

THE DFATH-BED. 

Who was ever known to hear. 
That angd song that meets the ear, 
Whoi the tale of life is ending. 
And the flame of life descending, 
When the hand of dbath is near ? 

Who was ever known to see 
Those forms of heavenly minstrelsy 
That hover o'er the good man dying. 
And guard the ransom'd spirit flying 
To the realms of wtacy ? 



Though tiiose forms meet no appesringi 
Thougli thoBe songs no mortal hearing, 
Djing pSlow !•«— Bed of roses!— 
Witness^ as tiie s^vreet scene closes, 
Seraph harps ring round the cheering! 



XXIIL 



P«AX.M xxiU. 



Thb Lord is mj shepherd, no want can I fear ; 
Wherever I wander my shq[>herd is near ; 
By the side of the waters of stillness I pass, ^ 
And rq^ose in the meadows of fresh growin^r grass. 

A pilgnm, I travd in futh on my way, 

With his rod for my help, and his staff for ixiy stay; 

Is the road dark and dreaiy?— 4 fear not its gloom, 

Nor tremble to walk through the vale of the tomb t 

b5 
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My table U spread in the face of my foes ; 
Thon anointest my bead, and my cup o\rerflow8 : 
My days, while below, shall be followed by loye. 
And a blessed eternity meet me above ! 



XXIV. 



THE THUNDER STORM. 



Psalm xxbc. 



SoNs of the Mighty — ^panse and fear? 

Jehovah's power proclaim ! 
The glory of his state revere. 

And bow before his name ! 
His watery car is rolling by— 
And hark ! His voice of majesty 

Divides the forks of flame ! 
He blasts the cedar, bums the oak, 
And cleares the mountains with a stroke 



He lays the forest thickets bare. 

And Ughts the shade profoiuid ; 
The deer that crept for refuge there. 
Springs from the bnmiDg ground I 
The lion in his secret den, 
Mouis in instioctive terror then. 

And cronches at the sound ; 
He knows his Maker's voice, and hides 
In his deep cavern's inmost sides. 

Amidst the storm Jehovah rdgiu. 

And guards hb people's weal. 
He holds the lightnings fast in chains. 

Though ail creation reelj 
And those whom he will deign to keep. 
May lay them down in peace, and sleep. 

Nor heed the tfareatning peal ; 
Assured, beneath his mighty arm. 
Danger is lafie, and tnmnlt calm. 
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XXV. 

CONFIDENCE. 

Great God ! I would not seek to know 

The number of my earthly hours. 
Nor if the path that I must go 

Be paved with thorns^ or strewn with flowers ; 
It is enough for me to see 

My all is governed by thy will. 
And that which I receive from thee, 

Has been and will be kindness stilL 

But this I would for ever pray. 

And here I cannot be denied. 
That whether dark or bright the way. 

Thy Spirit would my spirit guide. 
Then in the flow of prosperous years, 

I shall not raise my heart too high. 
Nor yield to clouds, or doubts, or fears. 

Though prospects fail and comforts die. 
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TRANQUIL DEATH. 

How calm is the summer sea wave ! 

How softly is sweHing its breast; 
The bank it just reaches to lave, 

Then sinks on its bosom to rest. 

No dashing, nor foaming, nor roar, 
Btit mild as a zephyr its play ; 

Its drops scarcely heard on the shore. 
And passes in silence away. 

As calm is the action of death 
On the halcyon mind of the just ; 

As gently he rifles their breath, 
As gently dissolves them to dust. 

Not a groan, nor a pain, nor a tear. 
Nor a grief, nor a wish, nor a sigh. 

Nor a clpod, nor a doubt, nor a fear. 
But calm as a slumber they die. 



XXVII. . 

THE VICTORY. 

When the destroying angel's breath 

Blasted all JSigjpt in h\a flight ; 
Darkness entombed the hoar of deaths 

And att fatarity was night. 

The agony of friends that part^ 

The sob^ the groan^ the shriek^ was there ; 
But not one hope dawned on the hearty 

To cheer the general desptdr. 

The mother wept upon the tomb, 
The sister held her brother^s bier f 

But not one ray shot through the gloom» 
To sparkle in the falling tear. 

But now^ beyond the night-veiled dead> 
A morning dawns, a hope is given ; 

And eveiy tear that mourners shed^ 
Is gilded mih abeam from heaven. 



Though Nature feel severest prin^ 
When locked in death her partner sleeps ; 

Faith reckons death, with glory, gain. 
And envies all the while she weeps. 

Lovs glories in another's good. 

Though bought with pangs that rack her through ; 
Bursts the warm clasp by Hopb subd^ed^ 

And smiles through team the fiunt adiev. 
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XXVIII. 



'When the terrant of the man of God was risen earlj and gone 
forth, liAold an host compassed the- city both with horses and 
charlols : and his servant said unto him, Alas, my master^ bow 
shall we do ? And he answered^ Fear not, for they that be 
with ns are more than they that be with them. And Slisba 
prayed, and said. Lord, I pray thee open his eyes that be 
may see. And the Lord opened the eyes of the young man, 
and he saw, and, behold, the mountain was fall oC hones and 
chariots of fire round about Elisha. 

8 Kings vi. 15— 17- 



Swords of fire around us play. 
Shafts of flame around us fly ; 

Though no lightnings giare the day. 
Though no meteor cross the sky* 

In the sunniest summer noon, 
There is war amidst the calm ; 

In the loreliest beaming moon. 
Adverse spirits working harm 



41 

Yet the intellectaal strife^ 
Fierce and mighty as it glows, 

Wakes no earthly sound to life. 
Nor moves the tresses of the rose. 

Fallen man to slay, in soul. 
Is the prize for which they fight ; 

Counter warrior charges roll. 
Demons dark with angels bright 

The swift arUllery of heaven 

Passes round us every hour. 
Though to man it be not given. 

While on earth, to see its power. 

Yet the prc^het's servant saw. 
When the Syrian host assailed. 

Every heavenly warrior. 
And bright encampment all unveiled. 

And from yonder distant sky 
A31 the conflict we shall view : 

Turn and see the dangers fly. 
And praise the God that led us tiirough. 
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LINES 

WRITTSN FOR THE RXV. V. A. COX^S 
LIFK Of MBLASCTHOI^. 

Oh ! who would envy those who die 
Victims upon Ambition^s shrine^ 

Though idiot man may rank them high^ 

And to the dain in victory 
Pay honours half divine. 

To feel this heavuig fluttering breathy 

Stilled by the lightest touch of death. 
The happier lot be mine ; 

I would not that the murdering brand 

Were the last weapon in my hand. 

Hb of whom these pages tell^ 
Hb a sddier too— of truth, 
Hb a hero from his youth ; 

How defigbtfiilly he fell ! 
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Not in the crafih, and din^ and flood 
Of execrationBi groans^ and bloody 
Rivetting fetters on the good. 
But hap^Iy and wdL 



No song of triumph sounds his faD, 
No inarch of death salutes his bier ; 

But tribute sweeter far thttn all^ 
The sainted sigh^ the orphan tear. 

Yet mourn not ye who stand around ; 
Nor bid the time less swiftly roll, 

Though shades of death the prospect bound. 

He a far happier world has found ; 

Dbath is the Birth-dat of the soul. 



Witness— for ye saw him die— 
Heard you complaint, or groan, or sigh ; 

Or if one sigh breathed o'er his breast. 
As gentle urs, when days of summer close, 
Breathing o'er wearied nature still repose. 

Lull an expiring evening to rest ; 
It whispered — ^^ All within is peace. 
The storm is past, and troubles cease." 
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His sun went down in cloudless skies^ 
Assured upon the morn to rise 

In lovelier array. 
But not like earth's declinfaig lights 
To vanish back again to night : 
The zenith where he now shall glow. 
No bound, no setting beam, can know; 
Without a cloud or ^hade of woe^ 

Is that eternal day. 

History will not write his name 
Upon the glittering roll of Fame ; 
But Rbugiok, heaven*bom maid, 

Mark him in her tablet fair ; 
And when brighter names shall fade. 

His will stand recorded there. 
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XXX. 



THE LAST DAY. 

It is the amnmer noontide hour^ 
The earth is clad with many a flower^ 
The bright stream rolls its sparkling breast. 
On full blown sweets the wild bees rest ; 

I'he dragonet winnows her gauzy wings, 
The butterfly rests on the cheek of the rose ; 

In the warm blue sky, the skylark sings. 
And Nature is all repose. 

Calm is the water, fair is the lea. 

The south wind ripples the summer sea *, 

The mariner gaily sets his sail. 

To catch the breath of the downy gale ; 

His graceful bark goes lightly by, 

In emerald sea, and sapphire sky ; 

No pirate galley armed for wrong. 

Nor war-ship sails those seas along, 
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The spear point and the sabre now 
Have formed the pruning hook and plough: 
It is Emanubl's heavenly reign, 
And war shall ne'er be known again ! 



Fair are the fields, and bright the skies. 
His daily task the peasant plies. 
The flocks and herds in slumbers lie. 
The shepherd sings a hymn-note by ; ^ 
Through the calm the sweet sounds swell : 

And this the song 

That floats along 
The sunny mead and shady dell :— 



Shine on fair sun, thy beams are bright, 
Flowers bloom below, joy rdgns above ;. 

But what were all that meets my sight. 
Were I without a Saviour's love. 



The sun in azure fields might roll. 
And not a cloud obscure his ray ; 

Yet darkness dwell upon my soul, 
^Vliich he could never chase away. 
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These pleasant fielda, this saromer stpeam. 
These \omng herds^ and lovely flowers. 

Had seemed one day a pleasant dream. 
Recalled in dark and dreadful hours. 

For I had lun in deep despair, 

By hope's most glimmering ray uncrossed. 
And these had been remembered there, 

A paradise I had — ^but lost. 

Then, for one drop of this fair tide 
That rolls those flowery meads among. 

In helpless torment I had sighed, 
To cool my parched and burning tongue. 

Poor are the words, and weak the stnun. 
Thy boundless mercy to repay : 

But I shall raise my song again. 
With higher powers, in brighter day ! 

Sweet and calm is the noontide hour ; 
Through many a dell, and forest bower 
Of woodbine and of wild red rose. 
On the village bridal goes ; 
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Youth and beauty, arnr in arm. 
Circled in a mutual cbann. 
Whom the dreams of love beguile 

In the fields of time to see 
Years that meet them with a smile. 

Years of pleasure yet to be. 



Trust not stillness— on the day 

Ere the sulphury storm b^un 
That swept Gomorrah's towers away, 

Bright on Zoar rose the sun ! 
Have you not Believer read. 

In an hour so sweetly calm 

That Nature might seem clothed in balm. 
The trump may sound that wakes the dead. 



That fearful moment to portray 
No mortal harp could weave a lay ; 
Time will bring it in his flight. 
As a robber in the night, 
Unexpected, and unknown, 
JSare in his decrees alone 
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Who will saddenly itppewr 

And raise the throne of judgment here; 

Yet if teady we should be, 
Others may tremble bat not we. 



XXXI. 



1 Thxss. v. 16. 



Why are the meadows gay with flowers. 

And fair with silver streams ? 
Why are the rallies moist with showers, 

Or bright with summer beams ? * 
Why is the face of Nature glad. 

And he, who most of all might be 

Happy e*en to satiety, 
Alone cast down and sad ? 

The herds repose with hearts at rest. 
For God has given them peace ; 

And sure, within the Christian's breast. 
Anxiety might cease $ 
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And as be treads the way along 
That leads him to his home on high^ 
Instead of mourning and a aigh, ' ' 

Might raise some pilgrim's song! 

Strike the light harp I bid grief depart ! 

Let sinners mourn and wail ; 
He need not bear a heavy hearty 

Though all on earth should fail. 
But^ if a sigh and tear be due 

For every blessing of the way. 

Weep Christian, for indeed you may 
Let tears your path bedew 1 



XXXII. 



PRAYER. 



Enthroned amidst the world of light, 
Jehovah rules the realms of bliss $ 

Yet bends to scenes of earthly night. 
To such a house of pain as this.! 
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The glories of the heavenly plains 
Hide pot one monrner-from his eye ; 

Nor can the seraph's loudest strains 
Drown by their sound the faintest sigh ! 

Oh Prayer, thon mine of things unknown, 

VlTio can be poor possessing thee ! 
Thou wert a fount of joy alone, 

^Better than worlds of gold could be. 
Were I bereft of all beside. 

That bears the form or name of bliss, 
I yet were rich, what will betide. 

If God in mercy leave me this ! 



XXXIII. 



Rkv. xxii, 1. 



Living River, gently flowing 
Through Emanuel's golden land ; 

Fruits of life by thee are growing, 
Trees of life beside thee stand !. 

V 2 



^^ ^^^'Jion^orUi, blooming gladness, 
^^^/br ever bright and calm. 

While the tempest thunders o'er us 
Ob the world's tempestuous sea^ 
l^ay we view in futh before us 
The haven we are seeking — ^Thee ! 



XXXIV. 

CONSCIENCE. 

Oh there's a night-time of the soul 

Where tempests rest^ and storm clouds roll ; 

The troubled spirit looks on high— 

But thunder lowers along the. sky ; 

It turns to earth and looks around-— 

But not a refuge there is found ; 

Frighted it turns its eye within. 

And sees a loathsome heart of sin ; 

It fain would bend m earnest prayer— r 

ft H'oald — ^but finds no solace there ; 
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The Almighty frowns upon its grief, 
And earthly friends give no relief; 
Man seems in atter terror then, 
Cursed'by his God, and left by men. 



Oh were it not that hope is given 
To every soul beneath the heaven, 
And were it not a Saviour's veins 
Flow to assuage these deadly pains, 
No soul could long endure the woe. 
When all above and aU below. 
And all without and all within. 
Seem leagued to be the scourge of sin. 



It is as thoi^h the sinner's doom 
Waited not for the sealing tomb ; 
It is as though the sting of hell 
Within a living heart might dwell. 

Oh ! blessed be God for the rsdnbow of peace. 
That over the hill of Calvary bends. 

And bids the storm and the thunder cease. 
And smiles as the penitent tear descendti \ 

D 3 
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The rainbow of peace, that in such an hour, 

Tinged by the sun of a Saviour^s love. 
Arches the sweet repentant shower. 

And lightens the threatening storm above. 
Never, oh never I within the heart. 
Be a thought that would make this peace depart, 
For who that has felt the asp-like pain. 
Would choose the paths of sin again ? 



XXXV. 



For the earth shall be filled with the knowledge of the glory of 
Jehovah, as the waters cover the tea. 

Habakkuk. 



Thou, who such various gifts has given 

To all who dwell around the globe. 
And wrapt it, Almoker of Hbaven ! 

In plenty, like a circling robe ; 
Grant that the waters of thy grace 

O'er earth's most distant climes may flow ; 
Nor there be found a single place 

n^ere fraits of mercy do not grow. 
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Where'er the aim diSaae his light, 

Gfladdeniog the nations from above> 
There may thy truth, with ray more bright, 

Descend with power and beam with love ; 
And where the dew and summer showers 

Bid nature bloom in rich array. 
There may religion's fairer flowery 

Unfold beneath the gospel day. 
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FAITH. 

Dark are the waters of the grave, 
But he may every billow brave 

Who firm in faith relies : 
Faith shines the morning star of heaven, 
To her, ere morning, it is given 

To see the opening skies. 
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She slimes across the deep, and lays 
A glittering path of woven rays 

To God's eternal seat : 
And there the spirit passes o'er. 
Fearless to heaven's unbeaten shore^ 

And scarcely bathes her feet. 
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THE MARTYR. 

Who is he with tresses flowing. 
White as is the driven snow ? 

Tell me whither he is going- 
Stranger, tell me, dost thou know ? 

Sure it cannot be to sadness. 
For a smile is on his face. 

And his eye is bright with gladness. 
And his step is firm with grace. 
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Oh ! he is a vicUm borne away 

By that tumultuous crowd. 
Condemned to sleep in death to day, 

Beneath a fiery shroud : 
Yes, he may smile — There waits him now 

A crown of victory for his brow, 
A seraph car, attending nigh. 
To bear his spirit to the sky. 
Every nerve shall writhe i^ith pain, 
Till nature will recoil again ; 
But faith is eagle-eyed, and sees 
The gates of heaven through things like these. 
And would not change the martyr's- bed 

For lordly hall, and royal crown. 

Where Pleasurb, on her couch of down. 
Hath summer roses shed. 
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xxxvm. 



What dott thou, here, Elijah ? 

1 Kings xix. 13. 

Oh for some lonely forest deU» 

The turf with flowerets spread ; 
Perennial fraits, a plenteous well. 

Thick leafage over head ; 
A home of peace, a haven fair^ 
And those T love all with me there J 

When orient clouds o'erspread the dawn, 

To praise, and read, and pray; 
When evening sunbeams gild the lawn^ 

To hymn the parting day; 
When noonday suns shine bright above, 

To give the hours. 

All wreathed with flowers. 
To mutual friendship and to love ; 
And when the moon walks through the night. 

To lull my breast. 

With holy rest, 
As soft and tranquil as her light ! 



In such a hom^ on mch a spot^ 

Friendship and peaee within^ 
Methinks I had* as fair a lot 
As Edkn ere the first foul blot 

Of death-producing sin. 
And yet^ methinkB^ were all as fair 

As Fancy oould inspire ; 
Were all to win and eharm me there, 

And nothing that could tire, 
I could not still my thought, and say, 

" I now am happy, let the world 
By sin and ignorance be hurl'd 

To ruin as it may !'' 
For I should heave a fearful sigh 

To think of all I had enjoyed. 
While opportunities passed by, 

And talents slumbered unemployed. 

Oh while a single spot of ground 

Exists, or near or far, 
Where Thou, my Saviour, art.not found 

The sinner's guiding star ; 
While yet a single soul remains 
Fettered in SuIvrstitiom's chains, 
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Let me not quit this busy field 

Till the fight be done,^ 

And the battle vroo^ 
And the conquered empire yield ! 

This is a state of toil and fear. 
That is a region ever fiair ; 

Give me some post of combat here. 
Rest and eternal joyance there I 



XXXIX, 



CHANGE. 



What is all this transient show 
That I see from day to day ? 

Colours of the fading bow. 
Atoms in the sunny ray I 
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Thousands pass, and are no more, 
• Others rise, and move, and fall ; 
Stilled the voice that sang before, 
Chilled the heart's best joy or thrall ! 

What, at most, is every pain. 
Every tear, and every sigh ! 

Shades, that flit across the plain, 
As the cbuds pass o'er the sky. 

Fleeting shadows, pass ye on ! 

Who would waste one wish on you. 
With yonder never setting sun 

And immortality in view ! 



t ^ 
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XL. 



Heb. xiii. 13. 



Giv£ me the robe and ^rown of thorn. 
That once my Saviour wore } 

For I would share my Master's scorn. 
And bear the tamits Hb bore : 

Dearer than crown of gold and gem, 

Is that acanthian diadem I 



The taunts and frowns of men of earth, 

What are they all to me ! 
Oh they are things of little worth. 

Weighed with one smile from Thke, 
Who bore a sorrow deeper far. 
Than all these stingless trifles are ! 
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Ah ! should I fear to own thy name 

And shudder at a frown. 
How could I bear the martyr's flame, 

And win the martyr's crown ? 
Shame ! in this day of peace, to fear 
The sinner's jest, the scomer's sneer ! 

No t let me rather choose to boast. 

Wherever I mfty be, 
The things the world despises most. 

The nails, the spear, the tree ; 
Thy lowly life, Thy tcriiper mild. 
Thy spirit of a little child. 

If while on earth I feel no shame 
To own Thy cause and love, 

Thou wilt not shrink to own my name 
Before the Powers above : 

Oh happy barter — to have given 

Earth's fading fame for that of heaven! 
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XLI. 

THE DEPARTING SPIRIT. 

Farewell! thou vase of splendour^ 
I need thy light no more ; 

No brilliance canst thou render 
The world to which I Hbar. 

Nor sun nor moonbeam brightefis 
Those rq^ns with a ray^ 

But God himself enlightens 
Their one eternal day. 

Farewell ! sweet Nature, waving 
With fruits and flowrets fair ; 

Of thee but little cravmg, 
Of what thou well canst spare: 

Only an earthly pillow. 
To bear my deatb*coId head ; 

And the turf, and drooping willow. 
To deck my lowly bed. 
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The world where I am goingy 
Has fairer fruits than thine ; 

Life rivqrs ever flowing^ 
And skies that ever shine. 

Farewbix ! each dearest union 
That bless'd my earthly hours^ 

We yet shall hold communion 
In amaranthine bowers. 

The love that seems forsaken. 
When friends in death depart ; 

In heaven again shall waken, 
And repossess the heart. 

The harps of heaven steal o*er me, 

I see the jasper wall, 
Jesus, who passed before me. 

And God, the Judge of all I 

So sang the parting spirit, 

While round flowed many a tear, 
Then spread her wings, to inherit 

Her throne in yonder sphere. 
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XLII. 



xo * « * * « 

I LOVB not that dark piety which shades 
All life's bright flowing streams' and flowery glades^ 
Which spurns at smiles^ and only loves to sigh ; 
Which seeks for thorns, and casts the roses by. 
Religion is all lovely and serene, 
Peace in her bosom, beauty in her mien. 
Smiles on her lips, and sun-light on her brow. 
Safe for eternity, and happy now. 

Yet are there some see treason in a smile. 
And deem all beauty but a mask for guile ; 
Who think whatever is not sad, is sin. 
Lovely without, but treacherous within ; 
Who count a look demure, and measured face. 
The certain outward signs of inward grace. 
Nor scruple every brother to condemn 
Who wears not black, like Baal's priests and them. 



A form men call Rbugion^ walks on earth, 
From whencesoe'er— heaven never gave her birth ; 
Pale is her face, h^r eye is sunk and dim. 
Trembling her step^ and palsied every limb : 
Scourges and thorns and penance form her creed. 
And her hope rises, as her torn nerves bleed ; 
Her name is Superstition, and she dwells 
Midst beads and forms, and rosaries and spells; 
'Us she b^fuiles the monk, from midnight sleep. 
At altars chill, to rise, and pray, and weep. 
That clouds his spirit, and that jfirmly clings 
Around his heart, and blights his earthly things : 
Sinking and worn, he fades, he pines away. 
His drear life ends, he takes his bed of clay ; 
Yet from his cradle to his last abode. 
He met not pure Religion on the road. 

True — Sorrow often overshades the breast. 
And chills the heart that God indeed hath blest ; 
But there's a calm the poor in spirit know. 
Which softens sorrow, and which sweetens woe ; 
But there's a peace that dwells within the soul 
When all around the clouds of tempests roll ; 
But there's a light which gilds the darkest hoQr, 
When dangers ebreaten, and wlien teift\«s\&\wi«\ 
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That CALM to Faith, and Hops, and Love b giv'n 5 
That PBACB remains, when all beside is riven ; 
That LIGHT shines down to man direct from heaven* 



In prison cells seqnester'd and alone, 
Sits one in grief, unpitied and unknown. 
Child of the secret tear, the midnight sigh, 
The pallid countenance, the sunken eye ; 
His cold damp cell can boast no friend to share. 
No voice to cheer the bitter load of care. 
No tender hand to dry the tears he shed. 
And pillow on her breast his aching head ; 
Trampled and spum'd by pride, by malice trod. 
He seems cast out by man, and left by God. 



Trust not appearances ; — ^within his breast 
Shines a fiEur summer of perpetual rest ; 
His eye is fixed on heavenly things, and there 
Soars his torn spirit on the wings of prayer ; 
Communion with his God his thought employs, 
And his sweet minutes roll serene in joys ! 
He sees a Father's band in all he bears, 
^ ' owaa in all bis grief a fother'a caxe&. 
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Dark b the way, but his almighty grace 
Teaches to trust him, where he cannot trace ; 
And while the mntry storm is rolling by. 
He finds all summer, and a cloudless sky ! 

And when in silent solitary death, 
Uncheer'd, the man of God resigns his breath. 
Although no earthly friend, perhaps, be near. 
To moisten the parch'd throat, and dry the tear. 
Yet joy awaits him, God appears his friend. 
Celestial messengers his couch attend ! 
And while, with scarce an observation made. 
Low in the ground his cold remains are laid, 
His spirit liberated takes her flight 
To fields of joy, and skies for ever bright. 

Religion I Oh what happiness is thine. 

How bright thy smiles, how sweet how fair they shine! 

If even sorrow owns thy sunny light. 

In hours of peace how more divinely bright ! 

Thou roamest by the streams, and woods, and fields, 

Tastest the pleasure that all nature yields ; 

Hearest the warbling of the birds, that sing 

In gladness to their Maker and their King, 



Aud as the flocks and herds beside thee play. 
Canst feel a heart as light and pure as they ; 
Mingle thy joys with theirs, and from the sod 
To heaven's high arch, see all-pervading God, 
Lean on his arm, repose beneath his eye, 
Happy to live, and confident to die ; 
Secure in every age and every place. 
For He fills endless time and boundless space ! 

Yes, in yon little distant twinkling star 

That glimmers faintly, tremulantly, far, 

A speck of radiance, and a point of light 

That half appears, and half eludes the sight, 

God reigns. — ^That atom is a world like our's. 

With seas and mountains, vales and fields, and fiowers. 

Cities and temples, palaces and towers ; 

There monarchs govern, and there armies shine. 

Oppression glitters, and its victims pine ; 

There is the joy, the grief, the hope, the fear. 

The silent anguish, and the secret tear. 

And every beam that gilds, and cloud that shades us here. 

Faith sees futurity, and while she sees. 
Though she enjoy, clings not to things like these ; 
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Born to exist an everlasting year. 

It little matters what awaits us here ; 

For one short hour the coronet is bom, 

For one short hour the garb of rags is worn; 

The swift though silent tide of human years 

Flows to the sepulchre and disappears ; 

Death levels every rank^ and in the grave 

The monarch lies as coldly as the slave. 

But Faith can gaze upon the sun, and say, 

*^ Ah glorious monarch of the burning day ! 

The time is coming, be it far or near, 

When thou shalt fail, extinguished from thy sphere, 

I shall exist, eternal, ever young, 

My powers still vigorous, and my mind full strung; 

Vast fields of wonder opening to my view, 

For ever varied and for ever new ; 

Rise on immortal wings a flight sublime, 

And the archangel's grasp of thought be min^ ; 

From great to greater soar an endless way, 

And revel in the plenitude of day." 

While from this height we look serenely down, 
How poor seem riches, and how mean a crown ; 
Careless if sunshine gild, or clouds deform. 
The nobler spirit sits above the storm v 



72 

Honour no bait to tempt her feet astray, 
Sorrow no bane to fright her from her way, 
She smiles at all the trifles of the day. 



'Tis thus, because a God is ever seen 

Who changes not through every changing scene-; 

In storms or calm his hand is ever near, 

To soothe anxiety, and banish fear ; 

Through him the Christian every danger braves, 

His vessel trusts, nor dreads the threatening waves. 



The gkdsome mariner, in joyance light. 

While day-light smiles and pleasure's sun shines bright, 

Borne by soft urs, or summer seas along, 

Trims his gay bark, and carols many a song ; 

But if the sun withdraw, and clouds arise. 

And storms and thunder frown along the skies, 

His spirits droop, his song is heard no more, 

An^ his heart sickens at the temjicst's roar. 

Such is the confidence vain man enjoys. 

Who trusts alone to earth and earthly toys ; 

While hours are prosperous all is well and fur. 

But in the tempest— nothing save despair. 
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^AiTH lightens every earthly lot^ and sees 
n all her father's guidance and decrees, 
Valks in her path of thorns while He sustains, 
^ings in her griefs, and smiles amidst her pains ; 
tHE cheers the martyr with deep torture riven, 
»aid gilds the bed of death with beams from heaven ; 
Turns her keen eye far back, and brings anew * 
Gethsemane and Calvary to view; 
Gazes through tears upon her Saviour's cross. 
And counts for Him her best performance dross ; 
The darkest road that she hath ever trod. 
She knows was once the pathway of her God ; 
*^ The pain I feel,'' she sings, *^ he knew full well. 
And all my need he suffered, and can tell ; 
No cup of sorrow in my hand is placed. 
But he himself ^rst proved its bitter taste ; 
And not one grief I bear, or ever boi*e. 
But he hath felt that self-same grief before/' 
Thou HBAVisNLY Watchbr I in a night forlorn, 
Sittest in darkness waiting for the mom. 
Thou canst perceive — ^though scarce perceive— afar. 
The glimmering radiance of the morning star. 
While its faint beam smiles comfort to thy fear. 
Darts through t.he gloom, and gilds the falling tear. 

B 



Hope, though the threatening storm before her lowers. 
Paints a fair rainbow on the falling showers, 
And o'er the road her feet have yet to go 
Sees fair fields bloom, and gentle rivers flow; 
Gentler than Faith, but from a source as pure. 
Leans on her God, and trusts her rest is sure. 

Thou, Friendship's fairer sister, seraph Lovb, 
Soul cheering visitant from realms above I 
Labour is light with thee, and sorrow sweet. 
Danger we court, and hail the toils we meet ; 
Where thou art found no discontentment lowers. 
The skies are bright, the fields are clothed with fiow'rs ; 
With thee the poor are rich, the bond are free. 
And beauties others see not beam for thee. 
Though mortal here, and though thou soon wilt die 
Beneath the influence of earth's colder sky. 
The beam of heaven shall blossom there anew 
With richer fn^rance, and a brighter hue; 
No frost shall nip thee there, no vapour blight. 
But still shalt thou increase, and still give fresh delight. 

Inspired by Love doth Charity bestow 
Her well eam'd gold to heal another's woe; 



And many a refuge thy rich hoards supply, 
For those who faint and droop, and those who die* 
Sweet is their labour, and their wages sure. 
Who heal the sick, and tend upon the poor. 

Hb who, in scorn and anger, turns aside 
From the loud voice of Pharisaic pride. 
Nor heeds the garb that haughty sinners wear^ 
The sanctimonious look and solemn air. 
Bends from his throne to hear the humble prayer ; 
The poor man's blessing wafted with a sigh. 
Breathed from a glowing heart and tearful eye, 
Ascends to heaven and God, and thence is shed. 
In dew of mercy, on the destin'd head. 

With Faith to see a God, though tempests lower, 
With Love to bend in gladness to his power^ 
It little matters, whether good or ill. 
Or high or low, the station that we fill. 
Our spring of happiness is all within. 
And unassailable, except by sin. 

Sin wins us with a smile ; — its flattering beam 
Tempts us to launch npon the summer stream; 



I 
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No terror threatens, and no tempest lowers. 
The flood all ripples, and the banks all flowers ; 
Joy dances on the wave, the breeze flits by, 
And one fair azure blooms along the sky. 

Borne by the tide insensibly along. 

The banks grow wider, and the stream more strong; 

Then down the current furiously driven. 

Storms swell the deep, and clouds obscure the heaven,. 

Whirlpools and rocks await him as he flies. 

The sea ingulfis him,*— and the adventurer dies. 

This triple bnud of happiness divine. 
Which Faith, and Hops, and Charity entwine^ 
To wear abng his pilgrimage below. 
Is the best wisdom fallen man can know: 
Such wisdom then be ours; it bears a charm 
For every earthly^^ihange and passing harm; 
And when in fairer sphered the flowers unfold, 
Th^ hot again will droop, in blight, or cold, 
But bloom midst heaven's bright skies and meads of 
gold! 



Sact^tf %sitit$. 



SECOND SET. 



siiCBiaiBiD iLuiaacBs^ 



THE HARP. 



" And it came to pass, when the evil spirit from God was upon Saul, 
that David took an harp, and played with his hand : so Saul was re- 
freshed, and was well, and the evil spirit departed from him.— 1 Sam. 
xvi. 23. 



O SPEAK to my Spirit, sweet Harp of Heaven, 

For the waves of sorrow swell ; 
To the power of chords like thine 'tis given, 

The rising storm to quell : 
Sorrow, and gloom, and fear, depart, 

As thy wires harmonious ring ; 
Like the Demon that fled at the lovely art 

Of Israel's minstrel-king. 

f2 
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Were I doomed to tread a weary course. 

Of every joy bereft ; 
I yet should have a sweet resource 

If only my Harp were left : 
In the thorny road, on the stormy sea. 

In the gloomy vale of care> 
I could rise, as to Heaven, in ecstasy. 

And fly from my sorrows there ! 



PEACE. 



Peace I leave with you, my peace I give unto you,^— John xiv. 27. 



Peacb ! fair maid of heavenly birth. 
Though a visitant on earth, 
Dwell, Oever dwell, with me. 
And lull me in serenity 1 
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Ah^ methinks^ with theb beside. 

When the summer sun declines. 
And the tranquil eventide 

With its softest beauty shines; 
When every shade is deq) and long, 
And every evening bird in song ; 
When woodbines and seringoes breathe 
Their perfumed sighs from many a wi?eath j 
And every flowret blooms anew. 
Refreshed by drops of evening dew ; 
When in the water's glassy face 
Every bank and bough we trace ; 
Save where the setting sunbeam lays 
A golden bridge of chequered rays- 
Then lit by THBE, with those I love. 

To roam through mead, and vale, and lane. 
Happier than all — save souls above, 

1 would not seek the crowd again ! 

O THOU ! who bought'st this peace for me, 
And bought'st it upon Calvary ! 
Hadst THOU not died, what were I now ? 
One with seared heart, and burning brow, 

f3 
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Hating these scenes, so soft, so bright. 
As Demons hate the forms of light. 

O may I never wander here, 
Without one thought of theb ! 

Who purchased at a price so dear 
This sweet serenity ! 

But while I tread these walks along. 

Still strike to thee some grateful song ; 

Till to those regions I may soar. 

Where peace ne'er leaves the pilgrim more. 



THE BLACKBIRD. 



Sweet bard of the woods, on this still summer even. 
How lovely, how soft, and how mellow thy lay ; 

It is calm as the earth, it is clear as the heaven. 
It is soothing and sweet, like the requiem of day. 
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O what art thou singing ? It speaks to my soul^ 
M ethmks I could tell thee the words of thy song ; 

Pure pleasure and gratitude beam through the whole, 
And the summer eve's zephyr conveys it along. 

* 

Thou art singing to him who spread fruit-trees and 
flowers, 

And laid out the woods like a garden for thee ^ 
And bid the warm sun light the midsunimer hours. 

And formed thee a bower in many a tree. 

Sweet minstrel ! sing on, all in joy as thou art. 
My spirit grows calm and serene by thy lays ; 

And I think — 'Tis a thought that enraptures my heart, 
Jehovah, all nature is full of thy praise ! 
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TO THE MEMORy OF A SISTER. 



Fair prison of earth's fairest clay> 
Thy chains are bursty thy bars are broken^ 

And I, with mingled grie^ survey 
Each silent mark^ each icy token. 



Thy cheek is fixed^ thy brow is bare^ 
Thy lips are pale^. thine eye is &d^ ; 

Yet never seemed that face so fair. 
Though bowered in locks that fancy braided. 



Pleasure and health attract the view. 
Life lights the eye, and gives it splendour ; 

But death can shed a softer hue, 
A smile more sweet, a grace more tender. 
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And while upon thy face I gaze. 

Where once the flash of pleasure lightened. 
My memory turns to other days. 

And pictures hours that thou has br^htened. 



Perchance the smile I loved to trace 
May give one day a better greeting. 

And beam upon thy brother's face 
A welcome to a deathless meeting. 



And thou, sweet Spirit ! now set free, 
Afar from all that love encumbers, 

I must, must weep — ^yet envy thee 
Thy place among the ransomed numbers. 



I loved thee — ^yes, bear witness here 
Thou heart, that felt how hard to sever ; 

I love thee still, in death more dear, 
Parted awhile, but not for ever 1 

f5 
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Thy grief, thy bitterness, is o'er. 

Pardoned thy sin, and healed thy sorrow. 
And not one cloud shall hover more 

Across thine everlasting morrow \ 



Then far be grief— I will not mourn ; 

Why should I view thy gain with sadness ? 
I felt a pang when thou wast torn. 

But love hath melted it to gladness ! 



REASON AND THE PASSIONS. 



Formed in pure celestial fashion 
From a piece of nether earth ; 

Warmed by many a glowing Passion, 
Man in Eden took his birth. 
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Love was lovely. Anger holy, 
Joy all heavenly and serene ; 

Fear was filial and lowly, 
Hope lit all the future scene. 



Every Passion shed a pleasure 
Through the pure untainted soul ^ 

Each possessed its rank and measure, 
Heavenly Reason swayed the whole. 



Satan came, and whispered treason 
All against her gentle sway ; 

Then the Passions spurned at Reason, 
And they wandered each their way. 



Love chose Folly, Anger Madness, 
Fear had Guilt to be her guide ; 

Joy walked arm in arm with sadness, 
Hope had Envy at her side. 
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Rbason wandered all forsaken ; 

When she sang her sweetest song. 
Not a Passion would awaken^ 

Through the mutineering throng. 



Blind to her celestial beauty. 

Deaf to her celestial strains^ 
Deriding every call of duty, 

They strolled along the world's drear plains. 



Turn, ye wanderers — list to Reason ! 

Sad — ^you will be happy then ; 
You have walked in woe a season. 

Stinging all the breasts of mea. 



Reason, or Reugion, calls you. 

Let your wayward wanderings cease ; 

Then whatever ill befalls you, 
All your influence will be peace. 
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Hope and Fbar and Anger yonder 
Cannot pass^ but here must die ; 

But Love and Joy entwined will wander 
O'er the bright fields of the sky. 



So the MORTAL Passions ever 
Will inspirit man below. 

And the deathless Passions never 
Cease in heavenly souls to glow. 



THE ECLIPSE, Sept. 7, 1820. 



Lamp of Heaven — How pale thou seemest ! 

Sadness mingles with thy light, 
Sickly is the day thou beamest, 
Void of warmth, and faintly bright : 
Even at the mid of noon 
Feeble as a winter moon ! 
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Drear and sad as thou appearest 

To the eye of men below. 
Other worlds, that view thee nearest. 
Catch thy full and wonted glow ; 
'Tis to us, and us alone. 
Thine eclipse of light is known. 



So a brighter Sun diminished 
To the gaze of earthly eye. 
When the death- word ^^ it is finished" 
Bid his parting spirit fly. 

But, to angel worlds above, 

Then glory caught new rays from love ! 



n 



THE PROSPECT. 



" Within three days ye shall pass over tiiis JordaD, to go io to pos- 
sess the land, which Jehovah your God ^veth you to possess it.— 

Josh. i. 11. 



How sweety as down the vale of hours 

The aged Saint descends ; 
When every field of youthful flowers 

In distance dimly blends ; 
When every scene of earthly years^ 
Hill or meadow^ disappears ; 

To see arise 

All Paradise, 
With its hills of light before him spreading ; 

Whence many a ray 

Of heavenly day 
Illumes the pathway he is treading ; 



93 

Nought else the glittering scene dividing. 
Save death's dark stream in the valley gliding. 
In his pathway many a flower may lie. 
But none so sweet as the flowers of the sky ! 

On earth they fade, 

E'en in the braid. 
But those of heaven can never die f 
Hapi^ he who those hills can see. 
And say, ^^ Yon regions bloom for me !" 



LINES 

Sent to a descendant of the martyred Bisbcf Hooper, with a seal, upon 
which was engraven the Bishop's crest ; a Lamb in a burning thicket ; 
and the motto, *< Per ignes ad Coelum," <* Through the Flames to 
Heaven." 

'Tis a lovelier crest than the blood-stained blade. 

Or the hand stretched out to slay ; 
Than the oak-twined wreath, or the laurel braid^ 

Or the bird or beast of prey : 
It was proved by deeds more lofty far 
Than the shields of war and victory are ! 
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Twas nobly done— to scorn at kings. 

To dare their feeble ire ; 
To smile at all terrestrial stings. 

The rack, the scourge, the fire; 
Now to a cold damp dungeon driven, 

Then rapt in thought on things above. 

Gazing upon a Saviour's love. 
Pass through the flames to heaven. 

Say, aged warrior, when thy breath 
Was struggling with the grasp of death. 
When every tortured nerve was rending. 

And death with life. 

In bitter strife 
And agony, contending, 
Wert thou not borne in soul away. 
Far from the weak consuming clay ? 
And o'er thy calm unrufQed soul 
Did not celestial visions roll ? 
The martyr's stake is strewn with flowers. 
And earthly and infernal powers 
May try their little force, in vain. 
To plant a thorn, or cause a pain ! 
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Tis true we are not called, like thee. 
To dungeon cells and martyiy ; 
But yet the Spirit is not dead. 
Through whon^ the saints of Jesus bled ; 
For, though 'tis bound with piany a chain. 
It fain would reek in blood again. 

And now perhaps a surer snare 
For spirits, that might even dare 
The stake, and all the terrors there. 

The deep laid sophism of the school. 

The curling lip of ridicule. 
And taunt of sceptics bear : 

Yet, rapt in thought on things above. 
Gazing upon a Saviour's love. 

We still may firm endure ; 
Though smiles or frowns contend the way. 
Despise — defythem all — and say. 

Your worst, my hold is sure I 
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THE VALK 



Bring not here the din of arms^ 

Nor the flashing sabre blade ; 
The warrior's shouting and alarms 

Suit not with this quiet shade. 
Bring not here the din of war ; 

They who dwell these groves ampng^ 
Belted warrior never saw. 

Nor heard the stirring war-song sung. 



Plume ne'er waved amidst this shade. 
Sword ne'er shone amidst this brake. 

Here the war-horse never neighed. 
Nor war-boat skimmed across the lake s 



But the peaceful peasant strays^ 
And the maiden's song is heard^ 

And the deer darts through the maze^ 
And here sails the water-bird. 



Go to cities, where your fame 

All its guilty merit meets } 
Where your steeds, mid loud acclaim. 

Prance along the stone-paved streets ; 
TTiere receive, frpm monarch's hand 

And lady's smiles, the meed of strife. 
The star, and commendation bland. 

The purchase price of many a life. 



There in spleiidid guilt remain. 

But never to this Vale repair ; 
Here's religion's peaceful reign. 

And the house of praise and prayer : 
Bring not here Ambition's pride. 

Tempt not any here astray ; 
In these happy shades we hide 

From the bright, but baleful, ray. 
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Hb who, full of mercy, came 

To redeem, and bless, and save ; 
With peace, to pour o'er discord's flame ; 

With hope, to triumph o'er the grave : 
His meek spirit mles us here-<- 

And where'er his love is found. 
There to God is holy fear 

And affection all around. 

Leave us. Warrior— peace is ounl. 

And a Saviour's dying love ; 
We wish for nought beyond these bowers. 

Save a heavenly home above : 
Happy — for we seek no ill. 

And desire no earthly name ; 
We would fain be happy still, 

Warrior — seek the crowd and fame. 
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THE OMNIPIIESENT. 



ho, these are parts of His ways : but how little a portion is heard of 

Him ?— Job xxyI. 14. 



Thought of wonder. Oh how mighty. 
How stupendous, how profound ! 

Every star that sparkles yonder. 
Rolls an orb of vasty round ! 



Thousands through the hours of darkness 
Stud the concave of the sky ; 

Thousand thousands, hid from science. 
Shine, but reach no earthly eye. 
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Fly, my fancy, to yon atom. 

Yon bright speck thou scarce canst see ; 
What arises now biefore thee ? 

A new, a bright infinity ! 



Pause in wonder — myriad beings 

Cover every planet there ; 

All, for breath and life and guidance. 

Leaning on Almighty care. 
t 



Every world has hills and valleys. 
And HIS hand formed every flower. 

Every golden-plumaged insect 
Flying through the sunny hour. 



Eveiy little joy and sorrow. 
Every hope, and every fear. 

Follow HIS supreme direction 
Fully as some mighty sphere. 



^^v^^" 



How minute^ and yet how mighty 1 
Who would fear beneath his reign ? 

Calm be the he$rt^ and bright the sorrow^ 
Stilled the terrot^heakd the pain. 



If HB wound m, Htal^wHl heal us^ 

■I .'f • 

For HE knows Qur,eTiQ9yfgmef : 

Sweet repose in faotics of gl&dness t 
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In depression swieet reli«f>l '■- 
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IMPROVEMENT OF A THOUGHT 
FBOM METASTASIO. 



Benche di ^qbso privo 
Fin Tarboscello h grato 
A qutU* amiee rivoy 
Da cwi viceve umcr; 
Per lui di frondi omato 
Bella merc^ g^li rende, 
Quando dal sol diffende 
II suo benefattor. 



The willow that droops by the side of the river. 
And drinks all its life from the stream that flows by. 

In return, spends that life in the cause of the ^rer. 
And shadows the stream from the heat of the sky. 

My Creator — my God-^it is thou— I adore tbee. 
It is THOU art this life-giving fountain to me; 
But I am all weakness-^a suppliant before thee, 
I cannot return this protection to theb! 

G 
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But, ah. Thou hast many a loved one in sorrow. 
Who wanders along this bleak world all alone ; 

For such from the good thou hast sent would I borrow. 
And this, thou hast said, thou wilt look on and own. 

In sadness, in poverty, sickness, or danger, 
I would succour each child of my God that I see ; 

And the aid thus bestowed in the world on its stranger. 
One day thou wilt say was bestowed upon thbe ! 



<< ThU is the test ^herewith ye may cause the weary to rest, and tbii 

is the refreshiu^."— Isaiah xxviii. 12. 



SABBATH-^ay of peace and joy, 
Why art thou not peace to me ? 

Why should anxious thought destroy 
The calm that I sliould find in thee ? 
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Can I not in him confide^ 

Who, though veiled in clouds, yet shines ? 
Ob, my Father— though thou hide. 

Kind alone are thy designs ! 

Though deep sorrow sting my breast. 
Though dark care may cloud my brow ; 

These are hours of sacred rest, 
I would fJEiin forget them now. 



<< I am the root mad the offiipiio; of Dfivid, and the bright tmd morning 

5<ar."— Rev. wii. 16. 



Star of my Hope— depart not ; 

My soul's supremest light ; 
lis horror .where thou art not. 

Worse than. Egyptian night ! 

62 
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Though many a star of splendour 
Around the concave shine. 

Their beams no comfort render. 
Till lighted up by thine ! 

But thou, though far, eanst lighten 
This dark world with thy ray ; 

And, sunlike, heaven will biighten 
The fountain of its day ! 



THE LILY. 



** Consider the Lilies of the field, how ihey g^row."— Matt. yi. 28. 



By the cutting blast-wind fended. 
See the prostrate Lily ties ; 

So, his life midst tempests ended. 
Many a Saint in Borrow dies. 
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But the valley clods are keeping 
In their treasury the flower 5 

So^ the Saint entombed^ is sleeping 
Safely through the mortal hour. 

Harmlessly the winter rages 
To the Lily's hidden bloom ; 

So the icy blasts of ages 
Unperceived roll o'er the tomb. 

But in new and purer whiteness 
The Lily in the spring shall rise ; 

So the Saint with deathless brightness 
Shall awake in cloudless skies. 



g3 
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A THOUGHT IMPROVED FROM METASTASIO. 



Nella face, che resplende, 
Crede accolto o^i diletto, 
£d anela il fanciuletto 
A quel tremulo splendor ; 

Mk se poi la man vi stende, 
A ritrarla h pronto invano, 
Gfae fu^^endo allbr la mano. 
Porta seco il suo dolor. 



The Infant deems son^e pleasure lies 
Within the taper's trembling ray ; 

He grasps itr-the delusion iBies, 
He only carries pain away ! 

So senseless Man delight perceives 
In some untasted splendid thing ; 

He gains it — joy the phantom leaves. 
While haply there remains a sting. 

Great Arbiter of all below, 
Direct my views, and fix my lot ; 

Thou knowest what would work my woe. 
And though I wish it — grant it not ! 
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I tm continually with Thee.^Vs, Ixziii. 23. 



Could I for a moment deem 

God is not in all I see ; 
Oh how dreadful were the dream^ 

Of a world devoid of thbb ! 



No protector-^none to guide- 
None to turn the shafts of ill ; 

All the powers of death might ride 
O'er the prostrate at their wilL 



But because I know that thou 
Rulest all that falls to me ; 

I can smile at sorrow now^ 
Since it comes in love from thee. 
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SICKNESS. 



Aegroti denique, qui morbo incurabile laborant ; hi omues, non res- 
piciant cracem, sed eum qui crucem humeris illorum posuit. Is enim 
sine dubio Deus fuit, qui pater noster amantissimus est. 

Lastly, the Sick, who labour under incurable sickness, let th^m re- 
l^rd, not the cross, but him who placed the cross upon their shoulders : 
for without doubt it was God, who is oar most aifecfioiiate Ftfther. 

Cardinal Bellarniine de septem verbis^ &c. 



When languid Nature, in deep fever burnings 
Feels all her vital springs are parched and dry; 

From side to side, still restless^ ever turnings 
And scared by phantoms of delirium by : 

How sweet, but for a moment's space to ponder^ 
Surrounded by these bitter, burning things, 

Where fresh cool life, and gushing health flow yonder. 
From pure, celestial, and immortal springs ! 
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And if to death the captive barn and languish. 
And earth and all its loves and joys be o'er. 

In yonder temple he shall lose his anguish, 
A heavenly pillar to go out no more. 



HYMN, 



Written for the Children of the London Orphan Asylum. 

(Air Lewe».) 



Lbad us, heavenly Father, lead us 

O'er the world's tempestuous sea ; 
Guard us, guide us, keep us, feed us. 
For we have no help but thee ; 
Yet possessing 
Every blessing. 
If our God our father be ! 

g5 
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Saviour I breathe forgiveness o'er us 5 
All our weakness thou dost know, 
Tho didst tread this earth before us. 
Thou didst feel its keenest woe ; 
Lone and dreary. 
Faint and weary. 
Through the desert thou didst go ! 

Spirit of our God, descending. 

Fill our hearts with heavenly joy. 
Love, with every passion blending. 
Pleasure, that oan never cloy. 
Thus provided^ 
Pardoned, guided. 
Nothing can our peace, destroy ! 
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REPENTANCE. 



Wheo the Lord saw that their Repentance was good and pure, and 
that they should continue in it, he commanded their former sins to be 
blotted out. The Shepherd of St. Hennas. 



Like the dew-drops on the lawn^ 
When the hours of night have fled^ 

Are the tear-drops at tjie dawn 
Of the day of mf,rcy shed. 

Like the sun^ that from 6n high 
Beams the fervaur of his ray. 

Are the smiles of Lov^e, that dry 
All the tears of grief away. 

Though a thousand drops they be. 
All reflect one common sun ; 

So, in repenting tears, we see 
One Saviour's Love, and only one ! 
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SUDDEN DEATH. 



The following remarkable circumstance occurred in a circle of 
friendly who were debating what might be considered the happiest 
d^arture. One of the party thus suddenly expired. 



Which is the happiest death to die ? 

^^Oh/' said ofiOj ^' if I. m^ht dioose, 
Long at the gate of blis^* 'WoaM I Ue^ 
And feast my spkit^i ejre- it f!y^ • 

With bright celestial, idQws. 
Mine were a lingering death without pain^ 

A death which §& might love to see^ 

And mark how |i>right and «weet would be 
The victory I shpuld gain : 
Fain would I catch a hymn of love 
From the angel-harps that ring above^ 
And sing it^ as my parting breath. 
Quivered and expired in death ; 
So that those on earth might hear 
The harp-notes of another sphere^ 
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And mark, when nature faints and dies^ 
Wbat springs of heavenly life arise; 
And gather from the death they view, 
A ray of hope, to light them through 
When they should be departing too." 



" No/' said another, " so not I : 
Sudden as thought is the death I WDukI die ;' 
I would suddenly throw my shackles 4)7, 
Nor bear a single pang at parting, i » - 

Nor see the tear of^MtTODr*shutlng^< ; 
Nor hear the quivering Up* 'tbot^ Mesa me^ * 
Nor feel the hands of love that press nH, ' 
Nor the frame with fRortcil-terrof shaking, 
Nor the heart where love's Soft bands are 'breaking 
So would I die ! - ' 

All bliss, without a^pang to doud it ! . * - 

All joy, without a pain to shroud it ! 
Not slain, but caught up, as it were. 
To meet my Saviour in the air I 
So would I die ! 
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Oh how bright , 

Were the realms of light. 

Bursting at once upon the sight ! 

Even so 

I long to go-^ 

These parting hours, how sad and slow !" 



His voice grew /faint, and 'fixed was his eye 

As if gazipg'on Tisionsdf e6st&3»y ; 

The hue of his cheek and iips decayed. 

Around his mouth a sweet smile played : — 

They looked-^he This dead ! 

His spirit had fled. 

Painless and swift, as his own desire ; 

The soul, undrest, ^ 

From her mortal vest 

Had stepped in her car of iiesvenly fire. 

And proved how bright ^ ' »* 

Were the rqalms of light, 

Bursting at once upon the sight !. 
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A Land of darkness and of death-shade.— Job. 

There are groves of the banian^ mango and palip^ 
Where the sun is all cloudless, the air all balm. 
Where the crested bjrds of the tropics go. 

With their plumage of azure and crimson and gold. 
Where laden with fragrance, the zephyrs blow. 
And the shadowy brooks run dear and cold : 
Where in flowers so sweet the tiirf is drest. 
That the bees, are fabled, overcome with delight. 
To drop their wings from further flight. 
And slumber entranced oa.tJieir breaists 
There entwine : ,. : . 

The orange and pine, s .. , 
And the nectared nut of the cocoa tree 5 
The nilica blows 
With the lily:aad.rjQS^>i. 
And the clustered grape hang^ludcioualy; 
And the. forms that rove 
Through that fragrant grove 
Are lovely and bright as forms can be. 
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But there are prayers and rites impure. 

And cruel offerings smoke; 
And those light graceful forms endure 

An evil spirit's yoke ! 
The iiltar of that grove appears 
Sprinkled with human blood and tears ; 
The mother turns her head away. 

And shrieks with anguish, as the knife 
Pierces her infant, and its life 
Ebbs on the mount of clay ; 
As the priest lights up the blazing pile, 
And hymns of hell are sung the while. 

Was not this within the pale 

That the Saviour died to save ? 
Was it not for this far vale 

That he rose and left the grave ? 
Was HIS mercy to have shone. 
To cheer more polished lands alone ? 
Ah, sure it was not ! — Even here 
The crown of thorns, the nails, the spear. 
The cry of agony, the prayer. 
Are strong to save, as well as there ! 
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Bear them — Evangelists of peacey 

Your message from above | 
Fly — ^bid theae rites of horror cease^ 

Point to redeeming love ; 
Oh tell them^ as beneath the shade 
Of blood-stained groves they lie. 
One mighty Sacrifice is made, 

A Saviour came to die ! 
The days of offering are o'er. 
And victims need be slain no more. 

Oh they will hail the beam of light. 

As mariners forlorn. 
Who, tossed by tempests all the night. 

Cheer at the blush of morn ; 
Oh they will cast their idols by. 
And call on him who came to die ! 

Fly, then — and to his reign be won 
This land of beauty and the sun ; 

And where but savage hordes abound. 
May Christian villages be found. 
Arising one by one ! 



118 

So every lovely grove and field 

Shall joy without a contrast yields 

For while the sun shines warm and bright 

We shall not mourn a moral nighty 

And while the fruits of earth are fair 

Blossoms of heaven will flourish there. 

And the hymn will rise 

In those cloudless skies, 
And those groves breathe holy prayer. 

Oh THOU, who on this land hast shone 

With nature's brightest ray. 
Make it — oh make it all thine own, 
And beam, for thou cansrt beam alone^ 

A clear celestial day 1 
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ABSENCE. 



Then we most part awhile — these hours will be 

Dreary and solitary hours to me ! 

My soul^ disconsolate and left alone^ 

Will, long to fly, and be where you have flown. 

It was with you that all I have enjoyed 

Seemed fresh and fragrant still, and never cloyed $ 

It was with you I loved to thread the brake, 

To walk the mead, or sail upon the lake. 

To hear the harp (for music had no fire 

Unless your fingers flew along the wire :) 

And all the. loveliness that met my view 

Seemed only lovely when adorned by you. 

Yet these are lessons useful, though severe ; 
And Absence teaches, though she draw a tear ; 
She whispers, '^ Deem not, deem not while on earth, 
Unceasing joy in aught of mortal birth. 
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The purest sky that bends o'er mortal hours 

Is sometimes dark with clouds and moist with 

showers : 
Oh learn to place your warmest, deepest love 
On things that cannot change, and far above : 
If a short absence nip thy joy's light bloom. 
How wilt thoa »hiidder at an opening tomb ! 
And how will all thy soul turn pale away 
When Love's soft treasure takes her bed of clay I" 

Ah ! still, methrnks, though it were hard to bear. 

It were a pang less deep to see you therel 

For I could feel— or trust I could — that then 

You were beyond the cares that harass men. 

And with an eye of faith could see you rise 

A seraph in the pathway of the skies ; 

And think, when I was tempted to repine. 

Eternal suns were yours, though clouds were mine. 

And that the pillar shrouding me in night. 

To you was one bright stream of heavenly light. 

Then could I hope, when some few years passed o'er, 

To join you with the love I felt before. 

To join you— and then — ne^^er leave you more. 
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But while we both are wandering here below, 
And what one feels the other cannot know ; 
Each in a different path of travel borne, 
And each, perhaps, beset with many a thorn ; 
I fear, lest pain or care may aim a dart. 
While I am far, and cannot share the smart. 
Nor lighten, as I used to do, the heart. 

Oft have some said, while gazing on the light 
Of day's bright monarch, or the queen of night, 
'^ By these, how near seem parted friends to be. 
The orb that lights the absent, shines on me !" 
But seas and continent$ may intervene. 
And wide and trackless regions lie between. 
And while one feels the warmth of noontide day. 
The other may but see the lunar ray : 
But there is One, whose universal light 
Shines through infinity serene and bright; 
To HIM we each may look, and truly deem 
His love shines on us with a mutual beam : 
Tlirough HIM, though parted, we may still seem near. 
E'en were we dwelling in a different sphere ; 
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Though jsystems part us, we may yet find there 
One home of spirit, and one point of prayer. 
While wondrous Sympathy, perhaps, conveys 
To each refreshment, while the other prays. 

Then fare thee well — and wheresoe'er we roam, 
Be this our point of union and our home : 
True, it is but in thought, and we are still 
Divided, and exposed to separate ill ; 
But thp same hand will lead us each our road. 
And s^fe convey tiis to the same abode ; 
So, should we meet again on earth no more. 
We shall unite in heaven, and part no more. 
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THE SABBATH EVENING. 



Ye hours of sweetness. 

How swift are ye flying ; 
Why pass with such fleetness. 

Why haste to your dying ! 
Ah linger awhile. 

And let memory borrow 
One ray of your smile. 

For the toil of to-morrow. 

So the Patriarch pressed. 

As the morning bereft him. 
His heavenly guest 

To bless, ere he left him ; 
And oft, when the night 

Threw its dark shadow o'er him. 
That blessing with light 

Cheered the pathway before him. 



So let, while^I waj^e5,_.„g.gQj.,^. „Hni«:> ns-.-Al 

Your s\eeetnesj|^r(^j^4,l»e^,.3 ui-fivoib <«n 
To look back an4 pQAder, . j ,>., ;; f^ ..-, >jrH 

On your-left b^|Q4;ai^.:; . .. uV n^^ )"5A 
For to you I would seek, 

Eaob fihadow t© brighten, ' > ^^^ '^^^ *ii— ^'^ 
And the pa th of the nveefc i - > * •• ^^* al'x*|ilO 

With joy t0 4fca%bttoi' ^^ -'^^^ ^ >^''' '^^^^ 

. . , it s.. : . , :i.M VrJ'^^lfill ill 

«■•• r ••- .-lij •*-«1 «'.•• J .♦' *'• '' •* • 

The whole Family in heav^«A4,Sarau-^JSlibe(.iiy(V|0r^^^if /it 

'Tis BUT ONB Family— ^the sound is balm, . ,-, 

A seraph whisper to a wounded heart ; n- 

It lulls the storm of sorrow to a calm, ..mh 

'. / ill /^ 

And draws the venom from the avenger's dart. . . 

'Tis but one Family — the accents. corne ii /. . .n . < 
Like light from heavi^ to break the night of woQ^^M 

The banneNcry, to call the spirits borne; . , o i«i 

The shout of victory o'er a fell^ foe. . . J 
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Death cannot separate — is Mkmort dead ? 

Has thought too vanished^ and has love grown chill ? 
Has every relic and memento fled ? 

And are the living only with us still ? 

No — ^in the heart, the lost we mourn remain 
Objects of love and ever fresh delight ; 

And Fancy leads them in her fiiry train, 

In half seen trances past the mourner's sight. 

Yes — ^in ten thousand ways, or far or near. 
The called by love, by meditation brought. 

In heavenly visions yet they haunt us here. 
The sad companions of our sweetest thought. 

Death never separates— the golden wires. 
That ever trembled to their names before. 

Will vibrate still, though every form expires. 
And those we love we look upon no more ! 

No more, indeed, in sorrow and in pain. 

But even Mbmort's need ere long will cease; 

For we shall join the lost of love again 
In endless bands and in eternal peace ! 

H 






THE SUMMER NIGHT. 



Oh come^ thou soft moon^ligfbt of Sua]mer> / ; ^ 
Oh come with thy cool breathing air, . , f 

For all that Lsi calm to the spirit. 
And all that is lovely, ts there. 






There passion and sorrow reposing. 
Disturb not the peace of the breast ; 

There anger, and envy, and malice. 
And pride, Ahd^ifisdaiti, are at'rest. - .:<■. 

How quiet the woods and the waters. 
How cloudless the heaven above ! 

The Soul, in the sweetness of fancy, 

■'■.'• 
Reponders each subject of love ! . • " 

How fairer this season of peace, »ii/ 

Than those that are bright with the sun ; // 

It comes like a sab'baA of rest. 
When the labour of morning is done. • «- 
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With all this sweet quiet, exchanged 
For the toil and the war and the din. 

For a moment we scarce can believe. 
This fair Earth the dwelling of Sin. 

If Nature has beauties so pure, 
Even now, when polluted and curst. 

Oh what must the moonlight have been 
That beamed over Eden at first ! 



THE SUNDAY SCHOOL ANNIVERSARY. 

ADDRESSED TO 

The Teacher of a Village Sunday School, 26th July 1830L 

Ladt^ if I, who scarce can ring 
One weak note on the silken string. 
May dare to sound that note to yon. 
Who strike the chords so full and true ; 
Nor fear the keen detecting eye 
Too many a discord will descry, 
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*rill, passing on from bad to worse. 

You ask, " Is this lame prose or verse ? 

If I may venture on a lajr. 
The subject of its notes shall be. 
To thank you for these hours of glee— 
For Lady, you appeared to me 

Queen of the fairy holiday. ^ ' " 

/. 

What are the hours that wear the grace 

Of Pleasure's brightest hue ! 
The ball, the concert, or the race. 

The stage, or the review ? 
The blaze of splena6ur may be bright. 
But all beyond its noon is night ; 
And Reason, when the glittering scene 

Is to the full enjoyed, 
Reverts, and wishes it had been ^ 

Far othenVise employed I 
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ly as they fly, 

tT 



But these are lovely as they fly, 
And, not like those of Pleasure's Sun, 
When all their light is set and done. 

Cheer the reverted eye. 
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To me no fairer yet have past 

Than these^ so lovely^ and the last. 

Oft in my mind's eye will be seen — 'i 

' . " III I 

The bower of flowers and lattice green^ 
The group that feasted merrily, 

■ ... I U)'\ 

Happy as happy they could be ; 

And the fairy dance I saw them weave 

Upon the soft green mead at eve. 

May many days like this pass by. 
And all and every, as they fly. 
Be bright as this, and each one shed 
New showers of blessing on your bead 3 
Mercy twice sheds refreshing dew^ 
In giving and receiving too : 

And when these children, young to-day^ 

'It 

Shall live to age and wintry griev. 
When they recal who led them here. 
And taught them heavenly hope and fear. 
They will recount thai every sweet 
That strewed the pathway of their feet. 
At least each flower of heavenly hue. 
Was strewn along that paUi by You ; 

h3 
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And haply on the bed of death 
May bless you with tiidr parting breath. ' 
Thus the light smiles of youth shall beam. 
And the grateful tear of age shall gleam^ 
To twine a wreath of lasting bloom. 
That cannot wither in the tomb. 
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<< Tbe dftceitfalnets of 8in/'<^Heb. iii. 13. 

With glittering scales of green and gbld,^ < ; >H 
And eyes of ruby ray^ : .. •., »■ 

Encoiled in many a gMceftil foM^ < ^ r /< » 

A deadly Sevpiieilti lay e ^ V ,? j^.,^; 

Above his head the bloomiilglflower 
Formed a fair and |)erftiAied bower ; • » = - 
The sunmler ftttti i^toM^btight andwarm, -iiA .> ' 
And heightened Md^coldu9 and markeditii»lbmi^ 
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If colour and form may tempt tbee there^ 

Place in thy bosom that thing so fair^ 

And gather the rose 

That over it blows. 

And the lovely trophy wean 

Not the colour, nor form, nor the eye's bright ray, 
Nor the rose flower's perfumed breath. 

Would tempt me, *methinks I hear thee say, 
To clasp to my bosom — ^Death I 

That Serpent's venomM fang will pierce 

With torment, fiery and fierce I 

Oh, then remember — when all as fair 

As that bed of flowers and Serpent there, 

Plbasurs thy soul with smiles would win 

To the fair but fatal paths of Sin^ ^ 

Oh, then— oh, then— beware ! 

Beware ! — for not so fell, in truth, 

Is the poisoned barb of the. Serpent's 4ooth> 

As the pang of PLBASims'n soafe^ ■, mi- l 

Death comes^— Barth^s t0rfl»ent passes. by,! -^ .j': 

But the sting of Sin can Mvec^iJlQ 1 . rj^ - i„i a 
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PROSPERITY. 
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Sail on^ sail on^ thou lovely bark^ 

O'er the soft and Ae -Slimmer eeii ; ^ ' unr i^o>i^ 
rhe bright wates<break, and Matay a's^iyAt ->i^ 

Forms a path <Jf^ms ibt thee \ ■' '• ^^'J'^> ^^'>^ 
The sky Is bltie, tte«unfa brigfht-' ^ -• > '- v H 
The billows rbll their hfeads in light, '-'' 

The downy west wind, gently pressing. 
Breathes prosperity and blessing, 
And joy, as it't^l^,^ thhWi^^flie soft Air glid^, "i 
Shines in the stih^bd&nli ifttid parts the tldfasi'^'^ 

t 

Clad in Pleasure's vestments there, 
A happy party thou dost bear. 
Oh you, who o'er this summer sea 
Sail so gay and joyously. 



At least let one bright thought arise 

To HiM^ who made those spotless skies. 

And bid the gentle west wind play^ 

And lit this sunny holiday ; 

Nor only so, but lit it too 

To be enjoyed and seen by you ! 
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Prosperity ! thy cloudless hours . > ,/.•.' 

Are doubly brighty when weperceive •, *v 
Not only all thy supt and flowers, i » 

Tliy streams, and airs, aji4 ^ady bpimrs, i 

But Him, frotn wbo;n we AiXTeodve^r i. < t'f 
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In the fair days of summer splendour, 
Pro8perou» airs and sfniUng leas, 

God of our joys^-how sweet to render 
Thanks to the hand that gave us these ! 
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<< Who can stand before his coldT* — Ps. exlvii. 17. 

How dreadful art Thou, when the storm clouds of 
. thunder 
JEkiwrap thee, a mantle of darkneaa and ire, 
Allien the blow of tiiine arm cleavei^ die mocintatns 
asunder. 
And the forests are burnt by thine angels of fire ! 

But oh how more keen, and more bitter thine anger. 
When the ice wind of Winter howls over the plain. 

Than the flame darting storm, in its fiiry and cliE%or, 
Than the poisonous blast with its tiiousands of slain. 

Chill Misery, naked, and homeleids, atid shivering, 
The pang of the Spirit, and dreary despair ; 

The skeleton form, the pale told tip quitfering. 
And the slow eating death of liharp torftir^ are there. 



Almighty Avenger ! when snow storms are beating, 
And clouds the ice drops from their bosoms unfold. 

When the bleak wind -ii^ tiigh, and no home for 
retreating. 
Oh, who can withstand thy swift armies of cold ! 



'f Tb^ fiaith he unto them, My sold is exc^editi; sorro«ffiU» evenm^tor 

death."— Matt. xxvi. 38. 
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Ah, there was once a night of fear, , 

When the RjspBSMER's.f^hjeel^ w^ W^t^,. .,.({/,/ 

i^nd dew-drops shone frq^l mffnya<te^;:. I .,;.,,, ■• 
Withinthe flowers of 01;\^t!, , , , .. ,,j. .,,.,,»( 

Then Sorrow whelpied bin^ liJfe ^Sqodyr .1/ - 
Until the, agony h« bprp » . i> ■ r-i. <' 

Burst ifti^pai^-dfif w», gush .of Wof^,» 1*1: v «,i 
And oo;^e4.*ropgh »vaqi ^pmmi wm-^m f .^t/ 
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Oh sound^py ^fil^^^yiWidest.aong^i' .ft ri^- t/I 
While this dec^, wonder thou dost fleeW i > l 

He bore that jsorrpiv: .fo^ tby^wroi^, i* .^u <-! 

That bloody sweat for love of th^ ! / • t i 

: .'.:■■: .;.;^>H; r/' 

Gaze^ then, and never yield again . ^ f 

To evil powers that lurk within; s; -/ 

But in a Saviour's dying pain --r^'t 
View the deep turpitude of Sin ! 

* ..f. ,'M i.(^ 



THE HECTIC FLUSH. 
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Wavering flame in death ascending^ 

Vestal life-fire of the breast 5 
Pure ethereal Spirit, tending 

To thy home of heavenly rest ; 
Like the western i^ui^ declin^ig^ ., . 

Like the star aboy<^ thawjaye^. ., . 
Its fairest, purest lu^^j^^shiqipg,,,.. 

On the bosom of ijts grav^J.l ,.*.» 
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More fair thattgaj^'MSkiiL^H^hKehmt^-'^^^^ '^^^ 

For bifl brightest sUtamefbtotoh;'" * '''^'^^ 
Is the blush by-DHXtH-lftnjffrlriterf" ' '" '■"'' '^^ 

For the bridlal of the tomb : * 
As the gathered floweret^ dyings 

Breathes away its sweetest breath i'- 
As the softest zephyr^ sighkig^ - 

Sinks the evening to death : 
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So the light of mid-day splendour^ 
Beaming from beneath^tbat brow^ 

Never shone so sweetly tender 
As the parting radiance now ! 

Never seemed that face so saintly^ 

Never seemed that brow so fair. 

As now through clouds are breaking faintly 

. . .*. 
Streaks of Heaven's Aurora there ! 
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Come and view her^ ye v^ho deem not 
Spirit lives when i/tkirEVL dies;' 

Come— and testify we dfeam i'ot,' 
While the victim gas][)tbg lies^ 
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Ere the lig^t of earthly Even . 

Draws its last retiring ray : 
The cloudless^ deathless^ light of heaven 

Shows the blush of opening day t 
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WAR. 
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Who would die as VAifOUH dies ! . ,, 
Red with stains fof human gore, . . r 

Sung to Death by torturous crie^ 
And requiemed by the, caiinoa's roar i . . 

Where the blasphemy^ and curse^ 
And hatred^ each in chaos reigns y 

And agony^ and all that's worse 
Than aught beside this earth contains ? 

Hb falls like Lucifbr^ who fell 
And streamed a line of baleful light 
Along his path^ from Heaven's fair height 

Down to the deep of Hell. 
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Though an admiring w6rld may gaze^ 

To see the mangled warrior die ; 
And Folly wonders at the blaze 

Of meteors in Wau's troubled sky ; 
In stem bright death to spurn at all 

In earth below or heaven above^ 
May win admirers to a fall^ 

But few or none who weep and love ! 

How sweetly parts the Christian's sun^ 

Just like the summer monarchy set 
In cloudless skies^ his jditrdey ddne^ 

To rise in brighter regions yet t 

Oh^ where the Christian ends his days 
Lingers a lovely line of rays 

That speaks his calm departure btest^ 
And promises^ to fliose who glase; 

The same beatitude of rest ! 
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" I know whom I have believed, and am persuaded that he is able to 
keep that which I have ifoamliM^diintp him 9caia^ ttotdayiV^rF? Tim* 

i. 12. 

•' •••'-!•;■■■ ■ -^' »'■■• <■•- "OvA. 

Cbasb thy struggles^ mortal life ! 

Earthly.FftpQr,p^s,»lv^y «.,,(, .,,,.,., ^,^^^j 
Spirit l^bviwtrtb^.biAterstriffe,^ ,.,.>,. ^^T 

Quit thy pri«i^HTbpuse.o£.cteyj.l ,, , ,..,,<. ,^,^, 

Gasping fleshy forbear thy hold 1 
Though thy gates and bars be strong. 

Thy pulse is still ! thy heart is cold ! 
Thou canst not keep thy captive long. 

Lapt in the shroud, the earth's cold breast 

Shall be thy bed for many a year ; 
And not a dream disturb thy rest. 

Nor pain provoke a single tear. 



Safer than gold in eastern mine. 
Safer than gem in ocean's cave. 

Thy scattered relics shall recline 
In the deep coffers of the grave^ 
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'' *^l%ere,'>till'd!e vngel tntmpet soimdy ' 
Ages of silence thou shalt lie ; 
Then, from thine earthly cell rebound. 
Beauteous in immortality. 
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Then loose thy hold, thy p6WeJr'1s vam I 
Thy sister Sotll 'and t!hee tAixst i^dver ; ' 

But thou shalt join het sobn agahl, ' 
In lovelier bands, that last for ever. 
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POVERTY. 



The cottage of poverty, lowly and mean^ 
Where the poor and the humble in spirit are seea. 
Was the place the Redeemer most honoured on earih. 
While he sought not the towers of splendo^ ani| mirth. 



t I' i 



'Twas the poor and the simple who followed him still 
Through sadness and sorrow, through despite and ill. 
Whose hands earned his need> and whose eyes wept 

his doom. 
Who were last at the cross, and the first at the tomb. 

And in all that was dark and in all that was drear. 
In every trouble, and every fear. 
By every thorn that was found in their way. 
Himself was more pierced, more afflicted than they. 

Then away with the pride and disdain that would glow 
Over all the Redeemer thus hallowed below; 
And when the high heart and proud spirit rebd, • 
Its scene let the Cottagb of B^thant tell I ^ 
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FORGIVENESS. 

(An Indian Thought,) 

When on the fragrant Sandal tree 

The woodman's. axe desii^ends^ 
And she who bloomed so beauteously^ 

Beneath the keen stroke bends. 
E'en on the edge that wrought her death. 
Dying, she breathes her sweetest breath, 
As if to token in her fall, 
Peace to her foes, and Love to all. 

How hardly Man this lesson leatns, 

To smile, and bless the hand that spurns— 

To see the blow, to feel the pain. 

But render only Love again : 

This spirit not to earth is given ; 

One had it — but He came from Heaven ; 

Reviled, rejected, and betrayed, 

No curse he bnsathed, no plaint hb made. 

But when in death's deep pang he sighed. 

Prayed for his murciereirs, and died 1 
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ELEGIAC SONNET. 



By Metastasio. 



Leggiabra rosa^ le cul pure foglie ' 

L'alba educo coti le aroavi Imiie, ' 

E a.cui le moUi aurettetnatutihe'' 

Fero a vermiglio cblorar le spoglie, 
Queua provvida mSafi che al snol ti toglie 

Vuol transpoi-tatl'ad knmortal confine : 

Ove spogliata dftUe iiigitiste spine; 

Sol l;a part^ mig;li<>i' di it gernioglie. 
Cosi fior divcrraiy dheteta sb^kcli 

AH aeqna^ algcfcy/ril'Ventb; fed iill6 schenio' 

D'una>8tBgioti vcdiAfle/^ fegitee^ ^ ' ' ^ '' '^'^ 

E a pid fidi»«ull»r»p6ttta:ta ^b*!^ ^ "^'^ 

Unir poti»iiella»tttiti^Hfe ikicc^ iia. o^iu t>nA 

Ad eterna b6lterzay<Klot« ^ternb. » ^' ^ ''' '""'''''^'^ 
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IMITATION. 



Ah, lovely Rose, whose leaves of verdant grace 

Were nourished by the 900I refreshing" dew. 

And whom the morning air&^ that lightly blew. 
Gave the red blush that mantlpd in tby face ; 
The hand that tears, thee from tbyiHative place* ■ 

In an immortal spil would plant. thee new: • - 
Thy stem no rugged thpri^ sliall there deface, ' 

But all that's lovely wear a lovelier hue* ^ 
Thus, parting flower^ no longer, wilt thou be 

Subject to wii^ter, polcJa ap^vSwnnier heats^ i 
But a more constant b^nd i^Mlishelter.ilbee^^ > *^ 

Where no sceu^4:}iwjfes,.!E^¥i|no>temp«iift beats, 
And thou shalt bl^f^, ^Jlj^l^Iyi^etaoni^'Secf/' 

Eternal beauties. .with ^tepial.AW^te^ i,>fvM3 -}\ 
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THE NEW YEAR. 



1821. 



Time departed — thou dost flee 
Like the dew-cloud of the sky. 

Another drop, to join the sea 
Of Eternity gone by ! 



Tell me — ^Mpoients now no more, 
A& the returnle$s path ye trod. 

What was the report ye bpre 
To the Of acle of God ? 



Wa^ the accusation just. 

Time still wasted and mispent ; 
T)iMB committed to my trust. 

Most precious far of talents lent ? 



■ t 
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When the Memory turns to gaze 
Over all that yet has been. 

Oh how drear seem mispent days- 
A barren, and a desert scene I 



If some moments, here and there. 
Were in better use employed, 

They bloom like spots of verdure fkir 
In the wide and sterile void. 



Ever as the beams appear 
In the first of annual hours, 

HoPB enwreathes the infant year 
With a coronet of flowers : 



Then we think, as moments fly. 
Time shall not be lost again. 

But the future, passing by. 
All its burden shall sustain. 
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Thus the Elegy^ that sings 
The retiring Year away ; 

And the Song that^ as it springs. 
Hails the New Year's natal day ; 



Mourns o'er days of useless flight, 
Hopes the coming hours to seize ; 

When shall Conscience cease to write 
Vows but made to break like these ! 
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SACRED ILYRICS* 



INVOCATION. 




H ! for oDe flash of that pure fire. 
In Heaven intense and bright ; 
To glance along this trembling lyre. 
And wake its chords to light : 
Then would I sing, that all around. 
Were wrapt in pleasure at the sound ! 

B 
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Then, would I give the Spirit wings 

To soar into the sky ; 
The sounds that lit these feeble strings. 

Should lift the thought on high : 
And lead the enchanted heart along, 
Bound in the magic cords of song 1 



Great Spirit ! who didst erst descend. 

To glow in prophet's soul ; 
To me, thy holy influence lend. 

Direct, inspire the whole : 
Then can I sing, if I may be 
Directed and inspired by Thee ! 



» / 
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THE CHRISTIAN'S GRAVE. 



When I am dead, then bury me in the Sepulchre iHicrein the man of God u 
tairied : lay my Ixmes bedde Ub bonea.— 1 Kings, ziy. 3L 



There is a spot — a lovely spot^ 
Embosomed in a valley dell ; 

The eye of Splendor marks it not> 
Nor travellers of its beauties tell. 



The Hazel forms a green bower there, 
Beneath, the gprassy covering lies ; 

And forest flowers, surpassing fair, 
Mingle their soft and lovely dyes. 
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Morn decks the spot with many a g^m, 
And the first break of Eastern ray. 

Lights up a spark in each of them^ 
That seems to hail the opening day. 



When first that beam of morning breaks, 
The Fancy here a smile might see. 

Like that» when firsl the saint awakes 
At dawn of immortality. 



The free birds love to seek the shade, 
And here they sing their sweetest lays ; 

Meet requiem — He who there is laid, 
Breathed his last dying voice in praise. 



And here iite Villager will stray, 
Tl^at time his daily work is done, 

When Evening shells the western ray 
Of sweet, departing summer sUn. 



I 
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On lovely lips bis name is fpandy 
And simple hearts y^t bold bim ^i»»f. 

The Patriarch of tbe village round, 
The Pastor of the chapel near. 



The holy cautions that he gave. 

The prayers he breathed, the tears he wept, 
Yet linger here, though in his grave, 

Through many a year, the saint has slept. 



And oft the Villager has said, 
^' Oh, I remember, when a child, 

*^ He placed his hand upon my bead, 

^' And blessM me then, and sweetly smiled. 



^ 'Twas he that led me to my God, Jk; 

*^ And taught me tP obey his will ; 
^' The holy path which he has trod, 

'* Oh, be it mine to follow still !" 



I^»»##l»»»#^^^ 



Grave op the Righteous ! Surely there 
The sweetest bloom of beauty is, 

Oh, may I sleep in couch as fair, 
And with a hope as bright as his ! 



THE MILLENNIUM. 



^ i: ^ 



It seems, as if the summer sky 

Assumed a purer^blue ; 
It seems, as if the flowref s dye 

Put on a brighter hue ; 
It seems, as if rough Ocean's wave 

Could now the bark but gently lave ; 
A loveliness so soft, so fair, 
Pervades the Earth, the Sea, the Air; 
Peace dwells below, and all above 
Bespeaks the heavenly reign of Love. 
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Emm ANUEL !— Thy Sceptre bends 

O^er every land beneath the sun ; 
Where'er the track of Man extends, 

Have thy sweet victories been won ! 
Thy Cross has shone the cresset light 
To wandering men, in storms of night. 
And showM them, anxious and distrest, 
The haven of eternal rest. 



Commerce ! not now, as once of old, 
Art thou the tool of vice for gold ; 
The tears of woe, and blood of slaves, 
Not now, as once, pollute the waves ; 
Food for soft Vice, and Pubasurb's store, 
Lade the polluted boards no more ; 
But every good that Nature yields, 
Rich fruits from gardens, food from fields. 
The treasures, suns and showers dispense. 
Through all-pervading Providence, 
Fruits of the mind, and many a store 
Of human, and of sacred Lore ! 



»**» »»»#!#*<» r 



The -Arts and Scieugbs combine. 
Saviour ! to make the Empire thine. 
Painting pourtrays some lovely thought ; 
The airy g^oup hath Sculpture wrdught ; 
SoNo bids to HiM^ her lays aspire. 
And Music git^es them warmer fire ; 
Fancy and Reason, Strength and Art, 
Each bears her own, her several part* 
The curse of War is past and o'er, 
The blade shall bathe in blood no more ! 

Within the cot, within the tower, 

Wherever we may rmm.; 
In city, field, or summer bower. 

How sweet is every home ! 
Love and Religion mingling there. 
Make all alike around it fair. 

Sweet is the beaming smile of light. 
That Love darts through the eye ; 

Her glance may well make wBErm and bright 
The sternest winter sky. 

b5 
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Love bids perpetual summer sfaiue, 
And bids perpetual roses twine, 

Though storms be howling by : 
But when to Love so warm, is given, 
To look past Earth's short bound, to Heaven ; 
To see its sweets re-bloom anew, 
In fields more green, and skies more blue ; 
Love, burning with Religion's flame. 
Each hope, each fear, each joy the same ; 
Souls, both as one, commingled there. 
The same bright hope, the same sweet prayer. 
The cross, their common bond, the seal. 
That faith, which each profess and feel : 
Oh, this is Love, surpassing far. 
What all mere earthly passions are ; 

More pure, more lovely, and more warm, 
Than lit by fairest earthly form. 

Such is the Love that shines around. 

In Palace, Hall, or Cot, 
The looks that beam, the words that sound, 

The joy that decks the spot. 
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The faymii floats softly through the vale. 
The scent of flowers is in the gale. 
Combining joy and summer sirn. 
Perfume, and music, all in one. 
The infant group are now at play, 
Bright, as that sun, and summer's day. 
While the fond mother smiles, to see 
The ring dance round so merrily. 

Beam on ! beam on ! ye sacred hours, 

With joyance ever new ; 
No storm descends, no tempest lowers, 

No sorrow saddens you : 
The sun that makes your happy day. 
Bids e'en the inmost soul be gay. 

If Heav'n has ever shone below, 

Its dawning now appears ; 
We seem to catch the morning glow. 

From those celestial spheres : 
We seem to catch a blush of light. 
From the golden walkf and portals bright ; 
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A sweet reflection from the ray^ 

Which no sun beams. 

Nor fair moon gleams, 
But God himself sheds all the day. 

This is the time so long foreseen, 
When ages rolled their years between ; 

Thy reign Qh, Prince of Peace ! 
Envy, and Strife, and Wrath have fled. 
The POWERS of Sin seem bound and dead^ 

And Pain and Sorrow cease ! 
This was the empire thou didst buy, 
When on the cross, ascending high, 
Death yielded thee the victory ! 
Oh may it be an endless reign. 
Nor Earth know other rule again ! 
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MEETING. 



TO ^t ^t ♦ * 



All welcome to thee ! — Thus the morning ray 
Breaks on the night-worn traveller's gloomy way ; 
That first sweet sun-barst bids his pathway shine, 
Thou art the eai*thly beam that gladdens tntne. 

Thy God hath kept thee, though to man unseen. 
Around thee His eternal arms have been, 
And many a secret shaft of malice shot 
Against thy health and peace, have harm'd thee not. 
He saw its aim, and turned its point aside ; 
Though on thy right and left ten thousand died, 
Yet all unhurt, and safely, thou hast pass'd 
By man, by sorrow, by the sickly blast; 
^nd that kind hand that thus protected thee. 
Hath led tby welcome footsteps back to me* 
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Ob, God is good indeed ! — His mercy spreads 
The grassy ground — the Heaven above our heads — 
The fruits and flowers of Earth — and bids us raise 
To His kind hand, continual songs of praise ; 
Even in punishment, his mercy blends 
To mitigate the cup his anger sends. 
When erst from Eden, sinful man he drove. 
Across a curs'd and desart world to rove. 

He did not part them, and command to stray 

* • • • . • • ■ 

In lonely sadness, each a different way; 

But saved them, from the ruins of the Fall, 

The dearest, the most heavenly gift of all ; 

Love, that will sweetly glow, and hearts to bear 

« * * * 

The cherished burden of each other^s care ; 
The eye that weeps for us, the smile that shines^ 
The hand that helps, the cherishment that twines — 
Oh, these are sweets, that show us, though the Fall 
Has stolen much, it has not stolen all ! 



When those who love, and long were severed, meet. 
To what a pulse of joy the spirits beat ! 
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As if the time of absence and of pain 
Was over, never to return again ; 
But fleeting and uncertain at the best. 
Is all on this side Heaven's eternal rest ; 
And if at partings Hope delight to view 
The moment that unites our hands anew. 
Let us ! Oh let us ! when we meet, beware 
How transient all terrestrial unions are ! 
Ah ! — if we hold ourselves prepared to part. 
How many a sorrow shall we save the heart ! 



Man but awhile the cup of joyance sips. 
Ere Death remove the chalice from his lips^ 
And the warm heart, and love-expressing eye, 
Cold and unfeeling, in the low grave lie ; 
But those who love as deathless Spirits ought. 
View all the years of Heaven in present thought. 
And feel, when every parting hour is past, 
A day of endless union comes at last. 
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THE SONG OF MIRIAM. 



The Dance which ttie women of Israel performed apon this oocaston, was one still 
in ose in many parts of the East, in which tiie leader takes in her hand a sbawl or 
some instmment of mosic, and those iirtio follow her^ imitate her movements and bar 
steps. 



Hark to the sound of the Timbrel, 

By the side of Egypt's waters ; 
'Tis the song and the dance of triumph, 

Of Israel's dark-eyed daugbtera : 
O'er many a neck so swan-like. 

The loose black locks are flowing ; 
And many a lip is smiling, 

And many a dieek is glowing ; 
And those dark eyes are beanaing, 

And those warm hearts are leaping ; 
And those light forms are swimming, 

The measured dance-step keeping: 



>. •-* 



* • 



17 



And this is th^ soagf 
As they sail along, 
Miriam, Miriam, leads the throng ! 

^ Ohy sing to JiSHOVAH ! if bo, gloriously, 

^' Hath triumph'd, hath triumph'd, and no one 
but he ; 

" Oh sing ! for Jehovah, victoriously, 

*^ The horse and his rider hath sunk in the sea !*' 

Now the heights of Pi-hahiroth, 

Catch the echo softly beating ; 
Now the rocks of Baal-zephon, 

Answer to the light retreating ; 
Now across the sunny ocean. 

Floats the music of soft voices ; 
And above, the sky is cloudless, 

As if Nature^s self rejoices : 
And the song is sweetly sounding. 

And the step is lightly twining. 
And the timbrel gayly ringing. 

And the eye with pleasure shining* 
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** Oh, sing to Jehovah ! who, gloriously, 

'< Hath triumph'd, hath triumph' d, and do one 
but he ; 

" Oh sing ! for Jehovah, victoriously, 

^* The horse and his rider, hath sunk in the sea!'^ 
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ELIJAH. 



By Judah^s rules and Olive glades, 

Where Eastern fruits entwine ; 
Her bowers of rose and palm tree shades, 

Her fields of corn and wine : 
Elijah and Elisha passM, 
And well they knew, it was the last. 

The last dear hour, to friendship given. 
Before the fire-car and the blast, 

Should bear the prophet up to heaven* 
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How fondly then Elisha hung 

On all his aged master spoke ! 
How dear each word, that from his tongue. 

Like dying farewell broke ! 
Friendship's a sun, that ever seems 
Brightest, in its departing beams, 
And never to the full we feel 

The depth, and warmth, and force of Love^ 
Till Death comes-^n^ the gem to steal. 

And those so dear have pass'd above ; 
Then we discover by the smart, 
How they entwined around the heart ! 

They went along, and o'er their bead^ 
High in the fields of air ; 

« 

Appeared a beauteous doad of red. 
And fast against the breeze it fled, 

It seemed a Seraph fair ; 
One of those Spirits, who assume. 

The lurid flame in all its forms^ 
To guard, to punish, to consume, 

To wield the lightning-sword of storms ; 



\ 
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To Earth it came, 

That beauteous flame, 
The friends who dearly lov'd it parted, 

Its mantle round 

The Prophet wound. 
Then back to its own heaven it darted ; 
And Oh ! ElisHa's wilder'd eyes, 
Followed his master to the skies. 

As we to day. 

Perceive the ray 
Of Glory, when a Christian dies ! 

Sweet parting this — but not for us 
To pass to those bright r^ions thus ; 
We must go through the cold dark stream^ 
But — Ah ! — if Faith's celestial beam 
Shine over, all will then be bright, 
And we scarce need wish for the car of light. 
So fair will the waters seem 1 
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THE REQUIEM. 



Ease after toil. Fort after stormy seas. 
Death after Life, doth voy greatly please. 

SPENCER. 



If there's a power in earthly sound, 
To soothe an aching breast ; 

It is, when some dear grave around, 
The sacred h3min of Rest 

From voices low, and soft, and clear. 

At Summer eve steals o'er the ear. 

Perchance, in deep and shadowy dells 
That funeral song may be ; 

Perchance, from ocean beach it swells 
Across a rippled sea; 

Perchance cathedral chancel high. 

May echo soft the harmony. 
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It speaks of rest from every toil, 

Of ease from every pain ; 
A home where nought can come, to spoil 

The work of joy again : 
It tells, that one has gone to dwell 
Amid that peace unspeakable. 

It tells, another Saint has won 

The victory o'er the tomb ; 
That now, he has for ever done 

With sin, and all its doom : 
It brings to mind, that Requiem sung 
In Patmos* by unearthly tongue. 

Sweet soothing hymn, thy harmony, 

That swells and sinks away, 
Bids every wave of passion die. 

Each rebel thought decay ; 
And peace and holy calmness rest 
O'er every feeling of the breast. 

• Rev. 14, 13* 
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Worn head ! and stormy heart ! come here ! 

List to that simple strain ; 
Lay care aside, dry every tear, 

And never mourn again : 
Perhaps the time not far may be, 
When this sweet hymn shall sound o'er thee. 



' ( 
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THE BUTTERFLY. 



Look at the insect-queen of flowers, 
Winnowing lightly through summer bowers ; 
Her wings have many a radiant hue, 
Spotted with gold, and crimson, and blue ; 
For whom were those wings so richly dy'd ? 
She sees not their beauty, nor feels their pride 

It was, Man, for thee. 

That thou may'st see, 
What THY last conquest of Death may be ! 

c 
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Born but a worm — her life was brief, 
Jjjfer tomb some little field-flower's leaf ^ 
A summer week pass'd swiftly o'er. 
She who was once a worm, arose 
From her green chamber of repose, 
With tints where many a beauty glows^ 
And wings she never had before ; 
And now a beauteous, lovely thing, 
She chooses her rest, 
Where she loves the best, 
On the sweetest of Summer's blossoming'^ 

'' Like mine," methinks I hear her say, 
" Will be Man's state another day,; 
" That feeble creature, who on earth 
'* Feels weakness even from his birth ; 
" When o'er his grave a few years roll, 

*' Changed as I am, shall surely rise, 
" Lovely in form, and pure in soul, 

" A Seraph of eternal skies !' 
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FUNERAL SONG. 
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Rest, Pilgrim, rest ! — ^tfais verdaiit t»ed, 

Shall bear thee slumberifig safe from sorrow ; 

Sleep ! — sleep in peace, in Christ, thy beads 
'Till thou awake on Heaven's bright morrow^ 



The forest boughs that o*er thee ware, 
Shall be the curtains of thy slumbers ; 

The brook that flows beside thy grave. 
Shall sing to thee its wild wood numbers. 
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Rest, Pilgpriiiiy rest !— i^a coucb so feir. 
Seems to present a lovely token 

Of one sweet home from every care, 
A balm for hearts this world hath broken. 



Rest, Pilgrim, rest ! — Now, not a fear 

Shall move thy breast to thought of sadness ; 

Thou hast a lovely refuge here^ 
Though grief once bit thy heart to madness* 



Nor Sun, nor storm, nor heat, nor frost, 
Nor Serpent's fang, nor pain past healing ; 

Nor heart of man, by malice crost, . 
Can cause thee now one bitter feeling. 



Rest, Pilgrim, rest ! — though o'er thy bier,- 
Torn hearts and weeping eyes are bending } 

Faith soothes the breast, and gilds the tear 
With h'ght from thine own Heaven descending. 



so 
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For we can turn our gaze above, 

And see the beauteous bright-wing'd spirit 
Soaring o'er fields of heavenly love, 

Won by a dying Saviour^s merit 



Peace to thine ashes ! — ^God will keep 
Securely, all that thou didst render. 

Till that bright sound that bursts thy sleep, 
Shall clothe thee in a robe of splendor^! 
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Addressed to Mrs. Marshman and her friends^ setting 
out on the Indian Mission, April 1821. 



From England's shores, how many a band 

Have sailed on charge of war, 
Bearing from out their native land, 

Stern threatening and awe ; 
How many have resigned their breath. 
In these dark embassies of death ! 

And far this little band will go. 
But UQt for victory and woe : 
Soldiers indeed — but of the cross ; 

Of Him, who came, who died to save ; 
For Him, they count all gain but loss. 

And yield him all at first he gave : 
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Arm'd it is true, but uot with sword, 
Their weapons all by mercy given, 

The mighty Spirit of their Lord, 

And HoPE; to point the soul to Heaven ; 

Faith in their bosom% and above, 

Their banner over them, is Love. 

Oh, fare you well ! and with you go, 

All promised to the saints below, 

His power and presence, who can keep 

Your minds in holy peace and fear, 
Though wamiering o'er the mighty deep, 

Or lands where no kind voice is near ; 
And when beneath the Banian tree. 
The Indian, deep in thought you see. 
Reposing on the green turf there ; 

And reading — not the volumes vain, 

Fiird with such tales as heathen feign, 
But the bright page of praise and prayer. 
Oh may you feel a joy, which then 

More than atones for all resigned ; 
The joy of saving fallen men. 

Of bearing mercy to mankind ! . 
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Farewel — With me had just begun 

The light of friendship's dawn ; 
Its first hour sees its setting sun^ 

Its eveninor in its morn. 
We part — life's vapour, light and vainv 
May vanish ere we meet again ; 
But seas and climates idly spread 
To part the soul — above the dead. 
Friendship stilt flourishes, and waves 
A deathless plant o'er covered graves : 
And Memory oft will bring again, 
Bright forms of joy commixed with pain ^ 
Farewel! and if we never meet 

Each other ere we die. 
More thorns may pierce and harm your feet. 
But you will tread to Heaven's high seat 

A brighter path than 1 1 
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ENJOYMENT. 



Lord, what a wretched laud is this. 

That yields as do supply ; 
No cheering fhiits, no wholesome trees. 

Nor streams of living joy; 
Bat pricking thorns throagh all the ground, 

And mortal poisons grow ; 
And all the rivers that are foand. 

With dangerocts waters flow. 

WATTS. 



Is this Earth a barren spot, 

Dark without a singly ray ? 
Look around, and say it not, 

Beauty reigns through night and day. 

c5 
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Were the woods, and hills, and streamsr 
Earth's soft green,^ and Heaven's pure blue^ 

All the radiance of its beams. 
Formed by God, in vain for you ? 



Were the notes that Music wreathes. 
In her sweet enchanted chain, 

All the impassioned sounds she breathes^ 
Bid to flow, for you, in vain ? 



In the garden of the soul, 
Is there nothing to dehght ? 

Where the sweetest passions roII» 
And the Fancy ever bright ? 



Love and Friendship, have not they. 
Through the coldest bosom shone, 

Beamed across its ice a ray. 

Fires like these could beam alone ? 
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True, indeed! the stain of Sin, 
We perceive upon it all ; 

And the best around, within, 
Bears the tokens of the Fall. 



We may wish for purer skies^ 
Fields celestial/ springs of bliss, 

Yet we gratefully may prize. 
Such a lovely world as this ! 



We may wish for souls as chaste, 
As the moon or mountain snow ; 

Yet each hallowed pleasure taste, 
God has given to man below. 



Call not Earth a barren spot ! 

Pass it not ungrateful by ! 
'Tis to man a lovely lot, 

Though a lovelier rests on high. 
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NOOK 



Sweet Summer-noon f Delightful hour f 

In silent soft repose to lie 
Oq verdant turf, in greenwood bower, 

Beneath a warm and sunny sky» 
What time^ the flocks and herds are laid 
Beside the stream, by the leafy shade ; 
When all creation seems at rest, 

Unless the soothing rustic sound 
Of the forest bee, in the field-flower's breasf. 

Or flying the clover and wild-thyme round. 
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Then far from the worlds and the tumult vain. 

So £Biir and so still is all we see. 

That Fancy, in visions of extacy , 
Might deem it were Eden again ! 
Oh ! with one, to friendship dear, 
How sweet for hours to linger here, 

And pass the sunshiny hours away ; 
Till down in the West, 
The Sun to his rest, 

Sinks at the close of the golden day.^ 

Delightful trance. 

When the thoughts advance. 
Through all that is quiet and lovely here ; 

To those bright bowers, 

Of heavenly flowers. 
And trees of Life in a higher sphere ! 

It was thus, methinks, in the innocent days, 
When Paradise yet was unstained by crime ; 

When the new-made Sun, shed bright pure rays 
O'er the woof began by infant TiMB : 
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When over the garden of joy, one Spring 

Was yielding, and budding, and blossoming ; 
When the fruits of Autumn, and vernal dew. 
And flowers and buds of every hue. 

Formed many a radiant ring ; 

And man had nought beside to do, 

But roam the sweet enchantment through. 

And wait for that last glorious Heaven ; 

A brighter^ but scarce a happier spot. 
Than this on Earth, which God had given. 

To be his favorite creatures lot. 



-^^ 
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DEATH. 



How wilt thoa do in tiie swdling of Jordan ? 

Jer. xiii 15. 



Dark River of Death, that is flowing 
Between the bright City and me ; 

Thou boundest the path I am going, 
Oh, how shall I pass over thee ! 



When the cold stormy waters rise o'er me. 
And Earth disappears from my sight. 

When a cloud rises thickly before me, 
And veils all my spirits in night. 
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Whea the hands I love dearly are wriDging, 
The eyes all for me wet with tears. 

The hearts that surround me still clingiug. 
And I all misgiving and fears. 



Ere the warmth of that love be departed. 
That binds us so closely below ; 

Could I bear to see them broken-hearted 
Nor feel all the sting of their woe ? 



Oh, Death ! thou last portion of sorrow. 
The prospect of Heaven is bright ; 

And fair is the dawn of its morrow. 
But stormy and dreadful thy night [ 



Oh Thou ! who hast broken the power 
Of this the last victor of men, 

Be with me in that solemn hour, 
Oh grant me deliverance then ! 
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The glory from Calvary streaming, 
May shine o'er the cold sable wave ; 

And the faith that is often times beaming, 
May burst through the gloom of the grave. 



And peace may shine cloudless above me, 
When I think what my Saviour has said, 

*The Father Himself deigns to love me, 
And Jesus has died in my stead. 



With the prospect of meeting for ever. 
With the bright gates of Heaven in view. 

From the dearest on Earth I could sever. 
And smile a delightful adieu ! 

• John xvi, 27. 
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THE FIRST SABBATH 



When the Morning Star* ung together, 
And all Hk Sons of God ihoated in fof* 

JOB. 



Once a glorioas morning beamed. 
Brighter never yet has been ; 

When the Sun his first light streamed, 
O^er a world unmarred by Sin. 



When the mighty work was done, 
And the seventh morn arose, 

When the first sabbatic sun 
Lit the houi*s of repose : 
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Oh, with what a loud acclaim, 
Then the Sons of Morning sang ! 

To the glory of thy name. 
All the Heavenly chancel rang ! 



Then the Thrones^ with harps of lights 
Struck with mighty chord thy praise. 

Hymning all thy power and might. 
Ancient or Eternal Days ! 



What a Sabbath morn was there ! 

What, alas ! are these of ours ! 
Some faint gleam indeed they bear, 

Caught from those celestial bowers. 



Yet, impure, and cold, and faint. 
Oft we drag the hours along, 

With sad weariness and plaint. 
Rather than with joyful song. 






But a Sabbath shall arise^ 

Even than the first more bright ; 
When the morning of the skies, 

Breaks the long and dreary night. 



Lovelier, for in that sweet hour, 
Ransomed souls shall sit aboT6, * 

And those bright stars that sang his power, 
Shall join, and add Redeeming Love ! 
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Bat I would not have yoa to be isuorant, Bretturen, concerning thoie wh» are 
aaleep, that ye sorrow not, even as others who have no hope«— 1 Thess. iv, 15. 



Of all the flowers of Eden left us, 

The few, few buds of that realm of light ; 
Of which, e'en the curse has not bereft us. 

Though drooping they seem beneath its blight ; 
The sweetest, by far, are they which bloom 

In the garden of Love, and by Friendship 
formed ; 
Watered by tears in Sorrow's gloom, 

And in Joy, by the sunshine of sweet smiles 
warmed. 
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But these, — alas ! — how often they wave, 

Their beauty fled, 

Drooping and dead, 
Over some dear, and some cherished g^ve ! 
And when Memory thinks how swe^t they were. 
Though withering now in such sadness there ; 
Greater, it seems, is the pain they give. 

Than the pleasure before. 

For that passed o'er. 
The flowers all die, but the thorns still live. 

A sky of unclouded, unchanging bliss, 
A summer whose sun shall never set, 

A region of brighter rays than this, 
Awaits those withering flowrets yet : 

And Oh, were it not for such a thought, 
What bosom the transient bliss would buy, 
That feels, when all most loved must die. 

How dear that pleasure must be bought! 

Love clasps fresh roses to her breast ; 
But Death comes by, and, as in scorn. 

Touches the bud she prized the besf. 
And every rose becomes a thorn ! 
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Pure Fields of Heavenly light — in you 

There is no parting, no adieu, 

But life-streams flow, and bowers, whose shade 

No sin can taint, no death can fade ; 

Spirit that twined with spirit here, 

Shall in thine ever-peaceful sphere. 

More sweetly twine, and not a grief 

Be shed — that love should be so brief 1/ 

And He, whose throne makes all the ray 

That lights that one eternal day. 

The bound and center of the whole. 

Shall seal this sweetness tff the soul ; 

And His Almighty signet be 

To all so dear, 

That withered here, 
The stamp of Immortality! 
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ANXIETY. 



Why sayest thoa, O Jacob, 

And speakest O Israel, 

" My way is concealed from Jehovah ; 

" And my Jodgmeiit is pasMd over from my GrOd !" 

ISAIAH. 



A LONG my earthly way, 

How many clouds are spread ! , 
Darkness with scarce one cheerful ray, 

Seems gathering o'er my head. 



And, if the beauteous bow 
Of Hope sometimes appears ; 

Like Earth's, 'tis but the sign of woe, 
On showers of falling tears. 



Yet, FATHEili thou art iLoVe, - 
Oh, hide not from niy view ; » 

But when I look, in prayer, abore, 
Bid mercy spdiTkle tlftroBgh 1 



My pathway is not hid, 
Thou knowest all my tieed, 

And I would do as Israel ^id^ * 
Follow where thoii wilt lead. 



I am perverse and blind. 
And know not what is right ; 

But Thou art wise, and good, and kind, 
And arm'd with matchless might ! 



Oh, may my heart be bent 
In all to meet thy will ; 

In holy faith, and sweet content. 
Though seeming good or ill. 

D 






Lead me^ and Ijim mj feet 
Shall ne^fir, iieycnr stray ; 
But cia(iMj I sMl J«f^b tbe seaf 



And Oh ! — from t!|at l^rigb^ tbrone^ 
I shall Ip^ htMsk, and see 

The path I if«iit» a^id that alone 
Was the rig|it path for me* 
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HEB. xiii, 11, 13. 



Let me go without the camp, 
Bearing the reproach of Thee ; 

Who on that dark mount of deaA, 
Bore such deeper shame for me. 

Some went with thee to the Cross, 
Though die number was but few ; 

Ah ! methinks, had I been there, 
I had gone among them too ! 

That can never come again. 
That dark hour has passed away, 

Let me prove what I had done. 
By my love to thee to^ay. 

d2 
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soLiTurra 



SoLiTUi>o I quam dilecta I 
Hinc in ccelum via recta ;. 
Procul est,- iDsanitatis 
Et Theatrum vanitatis ; 
Plebs si saevit, hie sedebo, 
Et quae sopra sunt yidebo t 
Mcfcnniy Angeli eantabunt; 
Coeli Domintiin laiidabunt 
Oh ! si semper, sic sederem, 
Mundi turbas me viderem; 
Me, dum tollent angelonim 
Grex, ad Paradisi choriim ; 
Et, ut sahctoi^ eremita, 
Dulci requiescam vita. ^ 
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SOLITUDE. 



Imitation of the preceding lanes, written in tlte woods 
of the late Edward Walker, Esqt, of Guestingthorpe, 
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Ah, Solitude !^-^Thy shade bow dear, 
The nearest .road to Heaven lie's here; 
From hence, the baneful scenes afar, 
Of folly, and of madness are ; 
Above the tumult, on this height. 
Celestial visions meet my sight ; ' \ .' 
I sing, and angels songs I hear, 
Mingling with mine in yonder sphere.; 
Oh ! might I sit for ever so. 
Nor see the crowded world below ; 
Upborne by bands of Angels, rise 
To join the choirs of Paradise, 
And as a holy hermit, close 
JVIy life, amid such sweet repose. 
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To ***^ 



(tBhtx.e Spirit !— Th0u hast risen 

Far beyond the chains that bound thee. 
And instead of Earth^s dark prison. 

Liberty and light surround thee ! 



Wert thou injured ? Every anguish 
Freely hast thou now forgiven !<^ 

E'en the blow that made thee languish- 
Anger eannot live in Heaven ! 



Even here, thy heart so tender^ 
Pierced and torn, yet suffered saintly ; 

Tears were all that thou didst render, 
And the prayer to Heaven breathed fiiintiy. 
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Yet, metbinks, that pain more keenly 
Must the injurer's breast be feeling. 

When resentless and serenely/ 
Down thy cheek the tear was stealing ! 



Gentle Spirit ! In thy sorrow. 
Like thy Saviour^ meek in sadness, 

Thou from Him thy light didst borrow, 
Thou with Him wilt reign in gladness. 
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SYMPATHY. 
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Mysterious Sympathy !— -Who can tell, 

How many a hidden balm is thine ! 
When oft the undiscovered spell 

Hath bidden the gloomy spirit shine : 
When through the mind, we know not how. 

Some lovely burst of light has darted ; 
And the gloom that hung o'er the soul, e'en now 

Is burst, and broken, and departed. 

Ah ! Methinks ! it has oft been thus, 
When those who love, and who think of us. 
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Ha^e knelt befote f he thron? of prayer. 

And poured their hearts oidt for ur there; 

That instant as they pray, we: feel 

A Sabbath o'er bur bosoms> steal ; 

A fair, and more than earthly ray, 

Burst through the cloud, across our way, 

And sweetness, we knew not whence^ nor where, 

Has beamed from the light of anodier'is. prayer* 



I love to think— ^though perhaps it be 

But the wildered dreaming of Phantasy ; 

That those whom we love, and have lost, come here. 

As visitants from that heavenly sphere, 

And pour sweet oil in the flame that is fa^ding, 

The flame of the spirit, when faint and low, 
And for us, fair flowers of hope are b^^uding. 

To clieer us in many a night of woe : 
I love to thinky that they pass beside us. 

Though no sound meet the ear, nor a form the eye 
And when we think sadly, that worlds divide us, 

The Spirits of those whoni we love, are nigh: 

D 5 



as 



■#<a»i<#« « » 



And when we are broken in hearty and weep. 

That tliey» so dear. 

Should leave us here^ 
And lie in the tomb in Death's cold sleept 

In language anheard. 

Too snMime for a word. 
They tell us, how happy and Uest they are^ 
And remind u% that soon, released from care^ 

Again we shall meet, 

4n union more sweet, 
In regions immortal, and bright and fair. 



Delightful thought ! — I would not change 

Thy joy, though deceptive periiaps thou art. 
For the coldest truth in Philosophy's range. 

Which may lighten the reason, but chills the 
heart: 
I love to see passing before me again, 

Those dear dead forms, that I loved before ; 
That have now like shadows pass'd over the plain, 

And gladden for me this Earth no more. 



It tseemSf as if then we could leave behind, 
All else» and mingle with themif and go. 

Almost with Spirits like theirs, refin*dy «. 
Where the life^oves wftvt, and the rivers flow. 



Ohy the beauteous visions that glance 
Through the soul, as in vivid trance ! 

Again we meet, 

♦ 

In communion sweet. 

Those whose hearts for us once beat ; 

And whose eyes but shone, 

In love alone. 

And ligbten'd the bosom they beaHiM upon ! 



Thoughts like these come but from Thee, 
Deep mysterious Sympathy ! 
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t JOHN, IT, 23. 



And thii is hisComnundineiit,— 7^t we should believe oh the name of his 
Jesus Christ, and love one another as he gave os conmiaiMlment. 



Sweet Commandment ! — Blessed union ! 

Worthy Him from whom it earner 
Every Soul in sweet communion. 

Glowing with the same pure flame. 



Heart with heart in love entwining, 
Hand in hand together pressM ; 

Love, lit by the radiance shining 
Down from Heaven in every breast. 
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Sweet Commandment !^ — blessed union ! 

Worthy Him from whom it came ; 
Every Soul in sweet communion. 

Glowing with the same pure flame. 
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HOLY MEDITATION. 



Thbrb is a train of holy thought. 

That e'en on Earth will trance the soul ; 

When all inferior things seem nought. 
And GrOD and Heaven possess the whole. 



Such is the feeling, when, withdrawn 

Far from the busy crowd of men, 
At ev^9 or noon, or early dawn. 
On forest bank, or meadow lawn, 

We rest in sweet reflection : then 
Nature, all lovely, seems to wear 
The impress of her Maker there ; 



m 



l»#W>»0»i » »#0*# 



The birds of fiongy fbe flowers, die trees^ 
The skies, the streams, the wkispering breeze, 
•The BEAUTY) that in thousand forms, 
The heart to holy pleasure warms. 
So soothe llhe Spirit^ thiat she seems, 
Wrapt up in soft celestial dreams, 
And fain would rest in such a spot. 

Nor seek again, 

The tumult yson | 
But Earth^s deep car^s permit her not. 



Such is the feeling, when in prayer 

The con^te spirit kneels; 
When Him, her God, her Guardian there, 

Present with her^ she feels. 
Prayer to the wanderer here is given. 
The ladder that will reach to Heaven, 
Like that in Padan-aran, when 

The Patriarch laid him down to sleep. 

And saw how God will deign to keep 
His guard of Love o*er fallen men. 
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Such is tab feeling, wiien the cross 
In all Its loveliness appears: v 

Then earthly g^n, indeed, seems loss, 
And Heaven shines bright through holy jiears. 

Repentance weeps, and loves to shed 
The drops of sorrow o*er her fall. 

Faith points to Him, who once hath bled. 
And suffered, to atone for all : 

Then won to such eternal toi^, 

The heart seems reft from earth, and dwells 
Where his loud praise the Anthem swells^ 

Of ransomed men above. 

ISucH IS THE FEELING, whcu the stroke 

Of sorrow falls upon out head, 
When some fair bond of Love is broke, 

And some sweet star off comfort iled:;. 
Oh, then, we think ^hese fleeting ties 

Shall bind us to this Eartkno more; 
We turn our wishes to the skies, ' 
Where joyance never,' never, dies, ' * 

And sin and all its «tiiigs are o'er« 
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Such is the feeling^ when in death. 

One whom we dearly love departs ; 
When we feel fading with ^&ezr breathy 

And find their death-pang in atfr hesuts ^ 
Then as the Spirit sets, she seems 

Just like the sun on western sea. 
To form a path of her own beams. 

To lead us to eternity. 
It seems as if indeed were seen, 

Those gates of undecaying lights 
And for a moment in between, 
We caught a glance of the glittering scene. 

And the choral bands so fair and bright, 
Who there are found, 
The throne around, 

In raiment, spotless, pure and white* 
We trace the Spirit's path along. 
Till she seems mingled with the throng. 
Then rapt, and dazzled with the gaze. 

We turn to our own Earth again. 
And all its best and brightest rays, 

Seem dark, and profitless, and vain. 
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Oh, for a frame like thiSf to last 
Till all this mortal life be pf»t ! 
But no, it cannot be^-^-^arth clings 
Around us yet-*-die Seraph wings 
Of purity and light will wave 
Triumphant o'er a conquered grave ; 
But while in mortal cumbrance drest. 

If we aspire^ 

We droop and tire^ 
And turn to this low earth to rest. 



Yet it will be-^pass c^ ye bouts— ^ 
When in all bright celestial bowers, 
Without one low and mortal tie* 
But cloudless as an Alpine sky» 

We— we shall soar. 

To droofi no more. 
But put on Immortality f 
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WhitlMr* ihall I go from thy Spirit t 

Or ifvUther UuH I flee from thy preseneef 

If I ascend to Heaven, there art thou I 

If I coach in HeOI Ah, there art th(m§ 

If I take the wings of the morning. 

And dwell in tiie utternfbit parts of the sea. 

Even there, shall thy hand lead me, 

And thy right hand shall sastain me : 

If I say— Sorely the darkness shall coneeal me, 

Even the night shidl be light aroond me, 

Yes I— tlie darkness cmuaalMh wA from thee. 

But the night shineth like the day : 

Alike, are the darkness and the ligbtl 

P8.«zxxix, 1 >12. 
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Where can I go, from Thee ! 

All pREsjiNT DErry ! 
Nature^ and Time^ and Thought, thine impress 
bear ; 

Through Earth, or Sea, or Sky, 

Though far !— Afer l^I fly, 
I turn, and find th^e present with me there* 
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The perfume of the rose, 
And every flower that blows, 

All, mark thy love, in clusters of the vale; 
The corn that crowns the fields, 
The fruits the garden yields, 

Proclaim the bounties that can never faiL 



The vapour and the cloud. 

The thunder bursting loud^ 
Speak of THY majesty, in words of fliame; 

The Ocean as it roars. 

Lashing the rocks And^shores, 
Declares from what a mighty hand it came. 



The vasty globes that roll, 

Each on its own firm pole, 
Through all the boundless fields of space, ak)ue« 

Prove, that indeed thou art, 

The life-wheel and the heart. 
Of Systems to our little world unknowln. 
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From THEEy I cannot fly; 

Thine all-observing eye 
Marks the minutest atom of thy reign ; 

How far so e'er I go, 

Thou all my path would'st know, 
And bring the wanderer to this earth again. 



But'why should I depah? 

'Tis safety where thou art, 
And could one spot alone^ thy being hold> 

I, poor, and vain, and weiak. 

That sacred spot would «eek. 
And dwell within the shelter of THYfoMT 
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SONNET. 



But for the cloud, were neither shower nor bow; 

The loveliness that Earth and Sky display : 
'Tis when the storm descends, and tempests blow, 

The traveller seeks the refuge on his way ; 

The first fair moment of the bireak of day. 
Had never been, but for the gloom of night ; 

The Spring's sweet time of hope and blossoms gay. 
Owes half its sweetness to the Winter's blight : 
Such is the brilliance and extreme delight 

Of the first dawn of joy, when grief departs ; 
And through the night of sorrow glances bright 

A beam of heavenly love upon our hearts ; 
So, through the cloud of woe, and falling tears, 
Serenely bright the world of day appears. 



71 



Brethren if a man be overtaken in a flinlt, ye, Miio are spiritnal, restore mch a one 
in the ipirit of meekneaB ; eondderiag thyself lest thoa also be tempted.— Gal. vi, 1. 



Breathe thoughts of pity o'er a brother's fall. 
But dwell not with stern anger on his fault; 

The grace of God alone, holds theCf holds all. 
Were that withdrawn, thou too would'st swerve 
and halt. 



Lead back the wanderer to the Saviour's fold. 
That were an action worthy of a saint ; 

But not in malice let the crime be told. 
Nor publish to the world the evil taint. 



n 



Tlie Saviour suffers, when his children slide ; 

Then, is his holy name by men blasphemed, 
And he afresh is mock'd and crucified, 

Even by those, his bitter death redeemed* 



Rebuke the sin, but yet in love rebuke. 
Feel as one member in another's pain ; 

Win back the soul 4;hat his fair path forsook,. 
And mighty and eternal is thy gain I 



# 
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JOSHUA xxiv, 16. 



Entering, for the first time, a honae of my own.— April £5th, 189tt 



Ebbnezer !— -To this day. 

Thou, my wavering feet hast led ; 
And each moment of my way, 

IVe been guided, clothed, and fed. 



Yes — Thine eye was bent on me, 
Though to folly's paths I turned ; 

Neither feared, nor thought on Thee, 
And Thy hand, which fed me, spurned. 

E 
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Ebenbzbk ! — Now I bendy 
At the fiiotstool of tht love ; 

May my praise and prayer ascend^ 
To THT mercy-seat above ! 



Choose, Oh, choose, thy dwelling here ; 

And may all within it t>e 
Hmnble followers in thy fear, 

Wholly consecrate to thee. 



Here at Morning's first fair lights 
And at £v^ening's parting rays; 

May the voice of prayer unite, 
With the sweet accord of praise. 



When the fresh and blooming Spring 
Covers every tree with flowers ; 

Then my grateful soul would sing 
Thee, who gave those lovely. hours* 



TO 



When these b^eotooiis £eldff I te«^ . v i • 

Waying with AutmnBiil 6(t<m ;« 

I would ever think . of Th«b, 
Whose were all the fniito they- bore. 



Summer, Winter, Day, or Night, 
Each will bring before my eye, 

Some good token, dark or bright. 
Of a God of Mbrct nigh. 



When adown these lanes I stray, 

Hedge, and tree, and mead, and stream, 

All will seem to catdin ray. 
From the splendor of tht beam. 



Every lovely thing around 

Leads my Spirit to thy throne ; 

Neither fruit nor flowers are found, 
Save what spring from thee, alone. 






VI «« 
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